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Young Wild West and the Hroncho Boss
OR, CATCHING A CRAFTY CATTLEMAN
By AN OLD 3COUT

CHAPTER I.-On the Texas Pr 'rie.
Young Wild West and his friends who traveled
with him in search of excitement and adventure
were rid1ng leisurely along a cattle trail in the
southwestern part of Texas one afternoon in summer a few years ago, when that part of the country was possessed of less law and order than it is
at the present time, when they came in sight of a
- 1,mall herd of bronchos that were being driven by
a solitary horseman.
,
While it was not so very strange that one man
should be in charge of a herd that must have
numbered forty, it was generally the case that
more than one went on such -trips, since it was not
an easy thing to keep wild or half-broken horses
under control.
The Champion Deadshot of the West, as our
hero was called, was riding his sorrel stallion,
Spitfire, and close on his right was his goldenhaired sweetheart, Arietta Murdock, whose mount
was a cream-white broncho.
So much has been written about Wild and Arietta that it is not necessary to give a further description of them. Suffice it to say that they were
on their way to . Buckhorn Ranch, on the Rio
Grande, which was the property of the young
~ dead shot; and that with them were Cheyenne
t Charlie, the scout; Jim Dart and his sweetheart,
Eloise Gardner, and Hop Wah and Wing Wah,
the Celestials employed by the party as handy
man and cook. It was a very warm day. There
was no breeze at all, and as there had been a
scarcity of rain during the past month, the prairie
grass had taken on a decidedly yellowish tinge.
But our friends did not mind the heat a great
deal. They were· used to all sorts of conditions
and were acclimated to any part of the region
known as the Wild West, from the Canadian bor-'
der to the line of Old Mexico.
"That fellow is having his hands full, Et," the
young. deadshot said, as he noticed the horseman
swinging a long-lasped whip to keep the bronchos
in line. "He seems to have a pretty wild bunch
to look after. He should have an assistant."
"That's right, Wild," the girl answered. "Still
he appears to know just what" to do. There, Ji.e's
got them going pretty good now.''
The herd of horses was easily a mile away, and
Young Wild West and his friends knew that if

they turned slightly to the left they would soon
meet them. A little bit curious to know why one
man . should be away out upon the prairie with a
herd of bronchos, they turned slightly from the
trail and put their horses to a faster pace. It was
not exactly a level stretch of prairie that they
were riding over.
·
There were rises here and there, but as far as
the eye could reach there was nothing but the
sky-line to be seen, save -to the West where the
peaks of a mountain. range showed dimly in the
distance.
Cheyenne Charlie, the scout, gave a nod of satisfaction when he noticed that Wild and Arietta
started to meet the horseman.
"Most likely there's a ranch somewhere close
by,'' he remarked, as he came up a little closer to
the young deadshot."
"That could easily be, Charlie, since there are
so many ups and downs to the prairie here that
one could be hidden from our view and yet be
within a few miles of us. I reckon we'll soon
find out. The man has seen us now, and he has
changed his course a little so as to meet us all
the quicker."
Our friends rode on until they had covered
perhaps two miles and a half, and then they
were within hailing distance of the horseman, who
quickly brought hls bunch of bronchos to a stop
and sat in the saddle waiting for them.
"Hello, stranger!" Young Wild West called out,
in his cool and easy way.
"Hello!" came the response. "Where are you
folks headin' for?"
"For the Rio Grande, though we don't expect
to reach it to-day."
"I reckon not," and the horseman laughed. "You
have got a couple of days ahead of yer yet if
that's where you're goin'."
"Where are you heading for?" the young deadshot asked, as he rode up and brought the sorrel
stallion to a halt.
•
"Me? Oh, I'm goin' back home. I'm workin'
on a ranch that's only ten miles over that way,"
and he pointed to the southwest.
"I told you so, .Wild," the scout spoke up. "I
felt putty sartin there must be a rauch somewhere
close by."
The Three Ranch lays right that way, pard," the
horseman said, nodding to the scout approvingly.
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"You have got two or three little hills to go over
an' then you'll see a house an' other buildin's
stretched out right afore you. I reckon you had
all better head for there, 'cause it might be dark
afore you strike another ranch. They ain't very
thick up this way, though I will say that the grass
is puttr, good for raisin' cattle."
"We 11 certainly go over there and stop for the
night, then," Young Wild West declared. "That
is, of course," he added, looking at the man rather
sharply, ·"if we will be welcome."
"Welcome l" and the rider laughed heartily.
"Everybody is welcome at the Three J. My boss
is one of the best hearted men in all Texas. He
was born an' brought up in the State, an' maybe
that's the reason. His name 1" Joe Locke, an' he
owns the rnnch without a mortgage, which is sayin' a whole lot."
"I suppose it is. So you are employed by Joe
Locke, .then?''
"Yes, I'm called the broncho boss. You see, we
raise quite a lot of horses as well as cattle. I'm
in charge of the horses, an' that's why they call
me the broncho boss. My name is Spud Williams,
an' I don't mind tellin' you that I'm somewl}at of
a horseman."
"We all thought that much when we first saw
you in charge of so many wild bronchos."
"Oh, this ain't nothin'," and Spud Williams
grinned and then looked at the steeds he had in
charge. "I wouldn't be bringin• 'em back, though,"
he added, with a shrug of the shoulders as a serious expression suddenly showed upon his face,
"but I got disappointed. The boss sent me out
this monun' with these horses to deliver to a cattleman who was goin' around this here part of
Texas buyin' up cattle an' horses. He stopped at
our place two days, an' he picked out a hundred
head of cattle an' these forty-two bronchos, most
of whicch ain't never had a bit in their mouU1s or
been broke at all. The price was fixed, an' the
cattleman seemed to be satisfied. He's makin' his
headquarters at the settlement somethin' like
twenty ,miles to the northeast of here, an' it's
there where all the stock he buys must be delivered. But I'll tell you somethin' about this here
feller, if yer don't mind listenin'."
"Go ahead. I'm sure we are quite willing to
listen to you."
The fact was that Young Wild West and his
friends were not a little interested, for it struck
them that something must have been wrong or the
broncho boss would not be taking the horses back
to the ranch.
"Well, I lands this bunch of horses at the settlement a little after nine this mornin'. Sam Maxwell, which is the name of the cattleman, was
right there when I rode Uf · He seemed to be sa_tisfied with the horses. an told me to put 'em m
the big corral. But my boss told me not to put no
horses in a corral till I got the money for 'em. I
told Maxwell this, an' he got a little mad about it.
'See here,' he said, 'if you can't trust me, I can't
trust you. Now then, if you want me to pay for
this bunch of bronchos afore I've got 'em in my
possession, you'll have to knock off three hundred
dollars from the bill.' That was goin' it putty
strong, strangers, an' I got a little mad. We had
some words, an' then I tells him that I'd take the
horses· back to the ranch. That was all there was
to it. He wouldn't agree to pay the full price, an'
I wasn't goin' to let 'em go any less, so after I'd

had a rest at the settlement and refreshed myself
a bit, I started back, an' here I am."
"Do you think your boss will be satisfied with
what you have done?"
"Satisfied! You bet he will. He wouldn't fall a
dollar on one of the horses, an' you kin bet on it.
Maxwell yelled out to me when I was comin' away
that he would be over to see Locke about it, but I
didn't say nothin'. If he comes he'll find out thai;
he's got a putty strict man to deal with, 'cause
Locke is fair an' square from the soles of his feet
to the crown of his head, an' he ain't goin' to let
no crafty galoot like Sam Maxwell get the best of
him."
"It's too bad that you were put to so much work,
for it certainly is no easy job to drive a herd of
horses sixty miles in one day. According to what
you say, that is about the distance you will have
covered when you get back."
"Maybe it won't be quite sixty miles, young feller. But it's a _good twenty-eight miles from the
ranch to the settlement. I started afore daylight
this morJJ,in', you see, an' that's why I got there
putty early. But come on. If you're goin' to stop
at the Three J Ranch to-night, we may as well be
movin'. The sun is movin' down putty fast now, it
seems."
Wild thought it about time to let the broncho
boss know who they were. He had not been inquisitive enough to ask, so he proceeded to introduce his companions. He started in with the girls,
of course, and when he mentioned Cheyenne Charlie, Spud Williams gave a start.
"What's that you said, young feller? Cheyenne
Charlie?''
, "Yes, that's the fellow here with the long black
nair and the big mustache."
"Then the boy right behind him must be Jhn
Dart.''
"You have got that right, Spud."
"Of course I have. That means that you're
Young Wild West, the Champion Deadshot."
"Well, I am Young Wild West, all right."
"By jingo! I oughter have knowed it right from
the start, 'cause I've heard enough about you folks
to make me feel as if I'd almost seen yer. Yet it
never once dawned on me that you was Young
Wild West an' the rest of 'em."
"Well, that's who we happen to be, Spud. I am
glad to notice that you take kindly to us."
,
'.' Take kindly to yer. · You kin bet your life:
You'll git a fine welcome at the Three J, an' no
mi stake. Joe Locke says he's seen yer all, though
it was somethin' like a year or two ago.'' ·
"I don't remember of having ever met any one
bv the name of Joe Locke," declared the young
deadshot, shaking his head.
"Oh, he never had nothin' to say toyer. He jest
seen yer, that's all."
"Oh, that is it, eh? All right, we'll be very glad
to stop at his ranch, I'm sure. Can we lend you a
hand, Spud?"
"I s'pose it might hurry matters alone a little,
'cause some of the blamed brutes is a little cranky.
They don't like it goin' so far in one day, an' they
ain't had no water since afore noon. Putty dry up
th:i.t way."
~
'"Looks as though there might be a stream the
other side of that rise. though," Cheyenne Charlie
spoke up, as he shaded his eyes with his hand.
"You have got that dead right, Cneyenne. Must
have been around this way afore.''

YOUNG WILD WEST AND THE CATTLE BOSS
"No, I can't.say I ever was right here. But I
kin generally tell ·where there's water by the look
of the land."
"You're a good one, I kin see. There's water
there an' plenty of it. We'll git over there as quick
as we kin, an' then after the nags have had a
chance to drink, we'll push right on for_ the
ranch."
Wild told the girls and the two Chinamen to go
on ahead, and then he proceeded to assist the
broncho boss in getting- the bunch of bronchos on
the" way again. Charlie and Jim joined in, and
the result was that in a very few minutes they
were going along at a pretty good clip. Spud Williams certainly showed himself to be a master at
his business. He had a way of stretching out his
long whip and bringing a horse into place with
iiearcely any exertion. It was a stocky animal that
he was riding, one of the sort that can stand all
sorts of hardships and be true to its master. In a
few min·utes they got down to the other side of
the rise, and there sure enough was a shallow
stream of water. Spud let the horses have their
own wav about it, and soon they were knee-deep
in the water, drinking to their hearts' content.
'em up a bit, I reckoll,"
"That will sorter spr
he said, as he nodded to our hero. "It's too bad I
had to bring 'em back. But I sartinly wasn't goin'
to do anythin' that was agin the boss' orders."
"Certainly not. So you say the cattleman is
coming ove:r to the ranch, eh?"
"Yes, he said he might be over afo1·e sunset tonight. I reckon he wants them horses putty bad,
but you kin bet your life that he won't git 'em for
what was agreed on now. Joe is somewhat of a
crank, an' it ain't likely he'll want to sell him the
horses at all after what's been done."
"I wouldn't blame him if he didn't sell 'em," declared Cheyenne Charlie, with a shrug of the
shoulders. "This here cattleman must be a putty
mean sort of galoot."
"They say he's the richest man in the business,"
the broncho boss answered. "One man was tellin'
me the other dav that he would bet that Maxwell
makes as much as five hundred dollaJ;"s a month by
jest cuttin' down the price he's agreed to pay,
after the cattle an' horses has been delivered to
him. You see, most people would rather take less·
.:h.an go to the trouble of drivin' 'em back ag'in.
But Joe Locke ain't that way," and he gave a
laugh and shrugged his shoulders.
The girls had halted on the other side of the
stream and had dismounted. Arietta was standing
at the side of a little hill, and suddenly she called
out:
"Wild, two horsemen are coming this way."
Instai.tly all looked back, but saw nothing.
However, a few seconds later two horsemen appeared at the top of the hill they had descended In
order to reaclJ the water.
"Thunder!" exclaimed the broncho boss
"tiiere'.s Maxwell now, an' he's got one of his me~
with him. Must have started out right after I did
or they've been ridin' at a mighty fast clip. No,,;
\~.en, Young Wild West, you kin soon git ac·quainted with the crafty cattleman, an' maybe
you'll find out that what I've said about him is
right."
"AU right, Spud, I'll look him over while he's
talking to you," was the cool and easy reply.
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CHAPTER II.-Our Friends Are Welcomed at
the Three J Ranch.
Down the hill came the two horsemen at an easy
gallop, and as they neared the spot where Young
Wild West a,vl his friends had halted with the
broncho boss 'it was easy for our friends to pick
out Maxwell, who was said to be a crafty cattle;man. He was a rather large man, well built, and
could not have been more than thirty-five. The
way he l'Ode told plainly that he was quite used to
the saddle. The other man was apparently a cowboy, and was much younger.
"That's him," Spud Williams said, nodding to
Wild. "The big feller with the black hat, that's
Maxwell."
"I imagined so," was the reply. "Well, here he
is. Now we'll listen to what he has to say."
The two riders reined in their horses, and after
he had looked keenly at the bunch of bronchos, the
cattleman shot a glance at Young Wild West and
hi~ friends, and then fixing his eyes upon Spud,
said:
"I thought I'd overtake you before you got back
to the ranch."
"Yer did, eh?" the broncho boss answered
rather tartly. "What did you want to ketch up
with me for?"
"Oh, I was willing to give you a few dollars
more and save- you the trouble-of going over to see
your boss about it."
"You oughter know putty well that you couldn't
do no business with me unless you paid what yer
agreed when you made · the bargain with Joe
Locke," Spud said, rather coolly.
".s-till stickin' to it, eh? Well, you're a funny
fellow, I must say. I'll wager that your boss will
agree to let me have the horses a little cheaper
than what the agreement was. The fact is there
are two or three of them that are lame, and I am
not in the habit of buying lame horses and paying
a big price for them. But never mind, We won't
argue the point now. I'll ride over and see Locke.
But say, you seem to have met a party of
strangers."
"It seems that way, don't it?" Spud retorted
.
sarcastically.
"Don't get sassy, my man!" exclaimed the cattleman, angrily. "I am not the man to stand any
nonsense from a fellow like you. Do you know
these people?''
"I reckon I do."
"Who are they, then?"
"Find out for yourself. You think I'm too
sassy, so I won't talk to yer. But when you git
ready to start trouble with me let me know
You'll find that I'm about able to take care of my:
self.
"You're putting up a hot bluff, aren't you?" and
~axwelI laughed as though he considered it a
Joke.
"There's only one way for you to find out
wheth:er I'm bluffing or not. You know the way so
'
you ~m do as you please about it."
Wild was watching the cattleman keenly and
he knew that he was very angry at the way the
broncho boss was talking. .Yet he was doing his
best to conceal it.
"Stranger," the young deadshot said in his c9ol
and easy way, "what is the trouble any'how?"
.
"There 's no troubl e, young fellow.' Its' simply
a
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misunderstanding, that's all. I agreed to purchase
the horses you s~e here in charge of this man. But
when they were brought to me I found that three
of them were lame and not worth the money that
was asked. I ti·ied to reason with him and offered
him a lower sum for the whole bunch, but he insultingly refused, and then took a~y the· horses.
I told him I would ride over and seE!"'his boss about
it, and he answered by saying that I could do as I
liked about it, but that I couldn't have the horses
at any price after trying to cut him down."
"Hold on, there!'' exclaimed Spud, angrily. "I
didn't say you couldn't have 'em at any price, but
I said I thought you couldn't. Jest put me down
for what I say, an' don't add nothin' to it."
"I'll add something to you one of these times if
you don't look out," the cattleman shouted, losing
his temper for the moment.
"When you get 1·eady, start right in."
"Take it easy, my friend," Wild advised, nodding to the angry cattleman. "This man has told
us about the business he had with you, and if he
has told the truth, I don't blame him a whole lot.
But you have a perfect right .to go and see his
boss and try to settle it. We are going to stop at
the ranch over night, so we won't object to you
and your man riding along with us."
"You won't object, eh?" and Maxwell's face
showed a smile. '.'Well, that's 1·cal nice of you," he
added, and then he took a look f!t tile girls at the
opposite side of the -stream.
"Of course there will be no objections raised so
Jong as you conduct yourself like a man. I take it
that you are a gentleman."
"I ·have never been found to be anything else,
kid. But say, it strikes me that you are pretty
fresh for one of your years."
"Maybe I am. But probably that is because I
am so young."
"That's it," spoke up the cowboy with the cattleman. "Ain't old enough yet to have any sense."
Wild laughed lightly at this, and nodding to the
speaker, said:
"I am not near as old as you, that sure, but I
reckon half a dozen years would make up the difference. I suppose you can learn a whole. lot in
half a dozen years; get plenty of sense, so to
speak."
"Maybe you can if you have some experience
·
with it."
"You have had a Jot of experience, then?"
"I've had enough, I reckon." ·
"I'm glad to hear that. Maxwell brought you
with him to help him out if an argument should
come up, I suppose."
"See here, kid," the cattleman spoke up, angrily. "You have got my name all right, but
you're sayin' things that you shouldn't say. I
didn't bring Jack Doody with me to help me out at
all. He simply came along as a companion."
"So his name is Jack Doody, eh?"
"Yes, that's my name. Don't you like _it?"
snorted the cowboy, his eyes flashmg anger.
"Oh, yes, I like it all right. Don't. get mad over
it. It's altogether too warm for anything like
that. If you're going to ride over to the Three J
Ranch, why, come on. vVe are going there, as I
told you before."
"Maxwell," call.ed out the broncho boss, "you
had better tell that man of yours to go a little
easy, an' you had better look out how you talk
yourself. That Boy is Young Wild West, the

Champion Deadshot. Maybe you've heard tell ~f
him afore."
;Both men. started violently when they heard
th1s, and ~heir eyes became riveted upon our hero.
. But Wild coolly turned away, and nodding to
his partners, promptly rode across .the stream to
where the girls and the two Chinamen were waiting for ~hem. Maxwell and the cowboy started to
lend assistance to the broncho boss in getting the
horses to the other side. But he quickly told them
to get _out of the way. "I'm runni11' this part of
the business myself. I'm in charge of them forty
horses, an' I'm goin' to take 'emoack to Joe Locke
an' put 'em in the corral. You kin bet they'll stay
there until he finds some one else than you to buy
.
'em. Now jest keep out of the way."
"Oh," snee1·ed the cattleman, "no wonder you're
so obstinate and putting up such a bluff. You
think because Young Wild West is here you can
do as you like. Well, don't think I'm at all afraid
of you or any one with you. I'm a man who generally minds mv own business, and that is just
what I am doing now."
"It ain't your business to fool around with these
here horses,'' declared Spud.
"Probably not, and that being the case, I won't
do it •again. Go on, and get back to the ranch as
soon as you can, for I expect to buy the horses and
take them away with me the first thing in the
morning."
Spud was having quite a time of it in getting
the horses to the other side of the stream. If the
cattleman and his man had not been present, Wild
and his partners would surely have. assisted him.
But they knew pretty well that he prided himself
on being an expert at managing horses, so they
let him go ahead. He managed it al] right, and
soon the herd was going along quietly enough.
Our friends rode along close behind the broncho
boss, leaving· Maxwell with the cowboy at a halt
near the stream. But the two did not remain
there rriore than two or three minutes. Then they
suddenly started their horses at a gallop off to the
left.
"I know what they'1·e goin' to do now," Spud
declared, as he gave a nod. "They're goin' to git
to the ranch ahead of u s. Maybe Maxwell thinks
he kin fix it up with Joe Locke. But he can't do it,
'cause I know putty well that Joe thinks a whole
Jot of me, an' he won't listen to no sich a man a.;
Maxwell, 'cause he knows him putty well. Let
'em go.''
It was evident that the b1·oncho boss was right
for when they had covered a distance of perhap~
half a mile the two horsemen suddenly swung
back to the right and then went straight on, and
soon disappeared over a little hill. When our
friends got to the hill _and rode to the top they
could see the ranch Jymg less than three miles
away.
"There she is!" Spud exclaimed, nodding his
head somewhat proudly. "That's the Th1·ee J
Ranch, an' it's a putty fine place, if I do say it
myself. That big corral you see off to the left has
got over a thousand good horses in it. Them cattle away off to the right number putty nigh a
thousand, an' there's more away the other side of
the timber. Joe Locke is a mighty rich man, or he
will be in a couple of years more. He don't owe a
cent for anything he's got, an' that's more than··a
whole Jot of ranchmen kin say. He's a fine

man,
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too, an' you're all bound to like him the minute tures. Jest see if my wife don't agree.with me on
that. Hello.I here she comes now.''
you git talkin' with him."
A buxom woman of forty appeared in the door"We're glad to hear that, I'm sure," Wild an·
swered, nodding his head approvingly. "But I way, bowing and smiling.
"This way, girls," she called out. "We seen_yer
reckon Maxwell will be talking with him before
we get there. He's pretty close to the ranch now." comin', an' I've been tryin' to fix up things a httle
"Oh, that's all right. Let him go. It ain't for yer. Sorry you caught us right in the midst of
worryin' me a bit, 'cause I know that Joe Locke house cleanin'. But it's all right. We've always
got plenty to eat in the house, an' I'm sure we'll
will sartinly say I done the right thing."
Our friends watched the two horsemen ahead as find a place for you to sleep."
This was the sort of welcome our friends liked
they rode along, and when the party was yet
nearly two miles from J he ranch house they saw to meet with. But really it was the usual one
whenever they stopped at a ranch. Maxwell sat
them ride up and dismount.
in silence, watching and listening.
"There's Joe ridin' up from the corral now," upon the porch
showed .on hi~ face when Wild
Spud called out. "He'll_ soon be listenin' to what A peculiar smile his
to the ranchman
Maxwell has to say. Now then, you folks ride was introducingbut companions
he soon turned and looked
wife,
right on to the house. I'm goin' to take the horses and his the
corral. evidently hoping t~at Spud
toward
over to the corral."
Williams would soon come to the house. The
The bronchos were going along easily now, and ranchman paid no attention to him whatever, and
when he looked over and saw that a couple of the as soon as the girls had been escorted into the
cowboys had started out to meet the b~'Jncho boss, house he told the male members of the party to
Wild decided that it would be all right to act o;n follow him so he might show them where to put
the suggestion, so turning to his companions, he their camping outfit and supplies.
said:
"You kin turn your horses in the little corral
"We'll keep right on and ride to the house. right back of the barn," he said. "Come on. It
right."
all
Spud will take care of the horses
ain't been occupied by any horses in a month,
It took but a few minutes for them to reach the 'cause I want the grass to grow there. I reckon
their
brought
and
place, and as they rode up
your animals kin have putty good pickin'. Glad
horses to a halt they saw the cattleman sitting on I'm able to fix you up so nice."
the
evidently
was
who
a chair talking to a man
Wild and his partners had decided right from
owner of the ranch. Lying upon th.e grass near the start that Spud Williams had not told an unhis
and
Maxwell
the two horses that had carried
truth when he said Joe Locke was a fine- man.
man to the place was Jack Doody, the cowboy, ap- Now they were sure of it, so they followed him
sitting
a
to
arose
parently taking things easy. He
and ten minutes later the horses had been relieved
posture as our friends galloped up, and then coolly of the saddles and bridles and turned into the corback
dropped
rolling a cigarette, he lighted it and
ral, while Hop and Wing were putting the outfit
upon the g1:ound again. The ranchman quickly the pack-horses had carried into the barn.
upon
welcome
. left the porch, and with a smile of
"I reckon the two heathens you have got with
his face, said:
yer kin mess with the boys an' sleep in the bunk"So Young Wild West has come to pay us a house. There's plenty of room for 'em," said the
visit, eh?"
ranchman, as they were turning to go back to the
"Only a short visit, Mr. Locke," Wild answered, house.
quickly, for he decided right away that it was the
"That will be all right; I'm sure, Mr. Locke,"
owner of the ranch who had addressed him.
Wild answered, smilingly. "But don't think for an
"Maxwell Just told me who you was."
instant that we are going to impose upon you in
"He did, eh? Well, that saves me the trouble of the way of a visit. We happened to meet Spud
introducing myself," and so saying, the boy Williams, and when he told us that he was certain
dropped lightly to the ground, and then assisted we would find a welcome here we decided to ride
his sweetheart to dismount.
over and stop with you until morning.
-I' ,The rest were not long in dismounting, and then
"You're going to stop a little longer than that,
they all stood in silence waiting for Wild to get · Young Wild West. We ain't •h ad no visitors in six
through talking with the boss.
months, in the way of -strangers, anyhow, an' my
"Most anybody is welcome at the Three J wife will be tickled to death to have the gals here
a
after
said,
Ranch, Yo"Qng Wild West," Locke
for a few days. Ou1, daughter has gone away for
pause. "You folks kin stay here jest as long as six weeks. She's been up to town takin' music lesthat
-yer
you want to. I've heard so much about
sons an' visitin' some of our relations an' so on.
it will be a pleasure to have you with us for a When she comes back I s'pose she'll be so much of
wife
my
an'
two
while. Now jest wait a minute or
a lady that none of us will know her at first sight.
will be out. She seen yer comin' an• she got it in But she's due here tomorrow, so don't think of
afore
frills
her head that she must put on a few
goin' away afore she comes back. She's about the
she showed herself. That's woman-like, ain't it, satne age as the two gals you have got with yer,
Anna
gals?" and he turned -laughingly to Arietta,
an' I'm sure she'll be morn than glad to meet 'em."
and Eloise.
"All right, Mr. Locke. We'll try and arrange it
"That seems. to be the way of things, sir," so we can stav for another day. But say, that
Young Wild West's sweetheart retorted. "But I'm man on the porch has some business with ypu, and
ture no one need do any fixing up for us. We are it isn't right for us to keep you from him."
"Never mind about that. I was listeni,t' to what
·.?enerally quite bedraggled when we finish a day's
.· he had to say. He's a skinflint, Young t'.lild West.
.
.
rl~~"
"Oh, you're all Iookin' pu.tty pert now, anyhow. He's been tellin' me a lot of stuff that I don't beAs ·soon as you git · some of the dust off your lieve a word of, an' I'm waitin' till Spud Williams
clothes an' wash' up' a bit you'll be as -putty as 'pie-· comes over to the house. I know blamed well that
I

'
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Spud woul~t have brought them horses back unless the1·e had been · somethin' mighty wrong. But
I ain't gain' to kick about it until I've heard "'hat
he has got to say."
"Spud is co.ming now, I think," Jim Dart spoke
.
up.
Sure enough, the broncho boss could be seen riding leisurely toward the house, the two cowboys
who had asissted him in- canaling the horses following·.
"Good!" exclaimed the ranchman. "Now then,
we'll mighty soon find out what's what."

CHAPTER UL-Charlie Looks for a Wager.
Joe Lodke, the ranchman; was in no hurry at all
to get back to the house. He insisted on showing
Young Wild West and his partners his pigs, and
by the time they had looked tnem over the
broncho boss had reached the spot.
"Well, Spud, what is it?" Locke said, folding his
arms and looking smilingly at his trusted employee as he dismounted.
"1 brought the horses back, Joe."
•
"I see you did.''
"Maxwell waited till he got 'em all in the corral
over at his place, an' then he offered me less money
than what you said I was to git for 'em."
"Yes, he told me somethin' like that. Did he say
anything about any of the horses bein' lame at the
time?"
"Not a word. There's only one of 'em what's
lame, anyhow, an' that's 'cause he got kicked by
one of the others. It ain't nothin' more than a
scratch, anyhow, an' in a day or two he'll be all
right. If he told yer that he wouldn't pay what he
agreed to cause there was any of the horses lame,
he lies, that's all.''
"That's all I want to hear, Spud. I've knowed
you long enough to know that what you say is
dead straight. Now then, Young Wild West, you
an' your pards kin jest go with me an' listen to
what I've got to say to this crafty galoot what's
buyin' up all the horses he kin git an' payin' less
money for 'em than he agrees to at the start after
he gits 'em on his premises. But," he added, shaking his head, "he ain't ketchin' me that w,.y, I
don't care if it costs me a couple of hundred dollars to make the trip to the · settlement an' bacR
·with a lot of horses, I won't sell one of 'em a cent
less than the price that was agreed on.''
"I admire your way of doing business, Mr.
Locke," Wild said, smilingly.
"That's all right. I believe you do. But you
needn't bother callin' me Mr. Locke. Everybody
calls me Joe, from my wife down to the smallest
kid on my ranch within fifty miles of her~ .. Joe is
·
good enough for me; jest plain Joe.''
"Just as you say. I find it wherever we go that
given
his
a man generally likes to be called by
.
name.''
"That's me, anyhow, Young Wild West."
"Since you like to be called Joe, suppose you cut
short my name a little. Everybody calls me
Wild.''
"A mighty good name, too, though I reckon you
ain't very wild," and the ranchman gave a
chuckle, showing that he had a sense of humor.
"Not always, anyhow,'' was the laughing retort.
Spud Williams did not go with them just then.

He went to put away his horse, after telling his
boss he would be over at the house in a few minutes.
"Well, Mr. Maxwell," Locke said, rather sternly, as he paused before the cattleman, who was
still sitting upon the porch, "I reckon there won't
be n.o further business done between me an' you.
I've talked with my man, an' he's told me all
about it.''
"You didn't have a very long talk with him,
Locke," Maxwell answered, knitting his br ows. "I
happened to be looking that way at the time, and
I'd be willing to swear t'hat scarcely more than
half a dozen words passed between you."
"Half a dozen words is enough in this here case.
Spud tells me that , you didn't say a word ab9ut
any of the horses bein' Jame when you tried to
make him cut the price.''
•
"He tells a lie. then.''
"No, he don't tell a lie, an' I'll bet you a hundred dollars you don't dare to tell him to his face
that he does. Now, see here, Maxwell, I'.ve seen
enough of yer an' heard a lot more, to make me
feel an' know that you're a mean, contemptible
man, an' that you're always tryin' to take advantage of them what makes bargains with yer. Now
then, I ain't gain' to drive yer away from here,
'cause I've got a roof that's big enough to shelter
quite a few, an' if you have come over here with
the idea of stayin' over night you're perfectly
welcome to do it. But don't you think for one,,minute that you'll ever do ·any business with me. You
can't buy a horse or a cow that I've got, I don't
care what you· offer-· for it. Me an' you is done as
far as my selli1?-' yer any stock is concerned. I
recckon that's plain enough, ain't it?"
"Easy, Locke. You're a little angry now. You
don't mean half of what you say. Just keep cool.
After we have had supper we'll have a smoke and ~
then we'll talk it over again. I am in 'the market
for horses, and you have got a l9t of good ones
here, and I am sure we can strike a bargain. I'll
pay you cash, and my man will drive them away
when we get ready to go."
"There ain't no use in talkin'," declared the
ranchman stoutly. "You have heard what I've got
to say. That settles it. But, as I said before,
yciu:re welcome to stay here over night, an' you
kin have a good supper an' a good breakfast, too.
That ain't gain' to cost you a cent, for I wouldn't
~ think of takin' anything from any one as ev..ei
come to stop over at the Three J Ranch.''
"All right, Locke. We'll drop the subject, then.
I'll accept your hospitality for the night, and I
trust that wh•n I leave tomorrow morning we'll
be better friencls than we are at present."
"You kin trust anything you want to, but you
have heard what I've got to say about it.'' '
The ranchman then ignored him, and invited
Wild and his partners to go into the house. They
accepted the invitation, and found the girls just
entering the big sitting-room after having enjoyed the benefit of water, soap and towels.
"Where are yer, Hetty?" Locke called out, in. a
•
cl}eery voice.
"Busy in the kitchen, Joe," came th_e reply.
"You jest see· to it that our guests are entertained
I've got to git a little somethin' extra for supper." ....
"Oh, they'll get entertained, all right. I reckon
I'd better come an' help yer. That lnjun squaw
you have got there ain't been here long enough to
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know where to find the sugar bowl, even. I'll lend
yer·a hand jest a s soon as I've wash~d up a bit."
Then he turned and excused himself to our
friends and quickly made his w_ay to the kitch~n.
While it was quite comfortable m th~ house, Wild
thought it would be all right to go .out and sit
• upon the porch, which was quite a large one and
ran· nearly all the way across t11e front of the
building. He was a little anxious to see how Maxwell was getting on, too, and he could not help
thinking that the man must posses tl lot of nerve
if he reallv meant to remain at the ranch over
night.
. ,
"I reckon I'll go and sit outside a while, ' he
said, nodding to Arietta.
"I will, too, if you have no objections, Wild,"
came the quick reply.
"None at all. · Come on."
This was the cue for all _hands to go out, and
there being a bench ther..e as well a s two or three
chairs the:Y were not long in finding seats. Maxwell h~d left the porch, and he was now sitting-on
the ground talking to the cowboy :who had come
over with him. The horses· belongmg to the two
were nibbling at the grass a short distance away,
and appeared to be quite contented. The men
turned wh·e n they saw our friend s come upon the
porch and sit down.
. .
.
,,
"Been a pretty hot day, Young Wild West, the
cattleman ventur ed, a s he arose to his feet and
walked toward them. ,
:\
"Yes," was the reply. "But we can_ expect h9t
days in this part of the country, especially at this
season of the vear."
"Yes of course. Are you a native of Texas ?"
"No:'I wa s born in Kan sas ."
"In Kansas , eh? Why, so wa s I. That seems
rather queer, doesn't it?"
"Not very. A great many people have been
born in Kansa s, and I suppose there will' be a
great many more."
"Yes, I know. But I don't mean that. It always
seems a little queer when a man meets someone
from his own State, especially when he is- a good
distance from it."
Wild knew the man was simply trying to get in
a conversation with them, and not wishing to say
anything that would offend him, he let him go on.
''I am doing quite a business in these parts,"
Maxwell continued. "I have been in the cattle
business ever since I was quite a young fellow. I
find-there is lots of money to be made in buying
and selh g. It's only about two years ago that I
started to deal. in horses. That is a paying proposition, too."
"I suppose it is. I have never done much in that
line."
"You haven't eh? I take notice that you know
what a good horse is, though. You c~rtainly have
one right now."
"Spitfire is a fine beast, there is .n o mistaki,ng
that."
"Spitfire, eh? How did you come to own such a
fine stallion?"
·
"He was given to me by Cheyenne Charlie," and
the young deadshot nodded his head toward the
scout.
"Oh I A fine gift, I must say. It seems rather
odd that any one should give such a fine beast
away, when he certainly could use it himself."
"I <loubt if Charlie would have given me Spitfire
if he had any use for him himself."
J
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"You kin bet your life I wouldn't, Wild," Charlie spoke up. "You might as well tell him jest how
it was."
·
"Oh, there's a story connected with it, thEn ?"
and Maxwell came up a little closer, while Jack
Doody, the cowb-oy, also came and- sat on the edge
of the stoop.
"Somewhat of a story, I xe~kon," Charlie answered. "Maybe Wild wants me to tell it."
"Go ahead, Charlie," the young deadshot spoke
up. "But don't stretch it any."
"I don't have to. You see, it" was this way," and
Charlie turned to the two men again. "I had luck
enough to rope that sorrel you're talkin' about
when he was a two-._year-old colt. I took him up to
the settlement where I was Iivin' when I was
home an' d~ne my level best to break him so I
could ride him an' make somethin' of him. After
I'd been a eouple of months at it I found I wasn't
no nearer to it than I was when I started, so I
sorter give up. One day I took him over to Fort
Bridger an' let it git knowed around that I was
goin' to give the horse to any one what could ride
him. -The sorrel bein' sich a· fin_e-lookin' beast,
there wasn't a man or boy there what didn't feel
as if he would like to own him. The result was
that the next day'>we had a little exhibition of
breakin' a colt to the saddle. One man got killed,
another got his leg broken, an' two or three others
got hurt putty bad, an' then I was satisfied that
nobody livin' could ride the blamed colt. I'd tried
it-en-ough myself to know that I couldn't do it, an• ·
I'm a putty good hand at that game, an' was then.
Jest about the time I was goin' to turn the correl
loose an' let him go back an' find 11· s old companions of the herd on the prairie, a boy comes ridin'
up _to the fort with a crippled horse that was
ready to drop, an' the boy was covered with blood
himself. -He had been in a scrimmage with redskins, but had managed to git away with his life.
That boy was Young Wild West, an' here he sets
right here afore yer now. He was tired out from
a long ride, but when he heard that the horse was
goin' to be turned loose 'cause nobody could ride
him, an' the man had been killed tryin' it an' all
that, he wanted a chance at it, he sayin' that his
hoi:;se was done for an' he had no money to buy
any. Some of the boys an' a few soldiers there
tried to persuade him not to tackle the sorrel, but
he only laughed, an' when he had rested up a bit
he told me that he would take the chance, askin'
me if I really meant to give , the colt to the one
who could ride it. I told him I sartinly did,-so he
went ahead. A couple of the boys held the sorrel,
while Wild, who I didn't know much at the time,
got on his back. Then there was the greatest exhibition of pawin' an' kickin' you ever seen. But the
boy hung right fast, an' he hadn't been there more
than ten seconds afore I begun to think that he
was about the best one as had ever tried it. Well,
to make a long story short, after the sorrel found
he couldn't chuck the boy from his back, he lit
out like a streak of greased lightnin' straight over
the prairie. It was somethin' over half an hour
when a cloud of dust away off to the right told us
that somebody was comin'. A good many had gone
away, 'cause they thoµght they would never see
the boy or the sorrel ag'i~. They expected the boy
had been killed long afore this. But out of the
cloud of dust the sorrel was seen comin', an' there
upon his back was Young Wild West, ridin' jest
as if it was a tame horse he had used many times
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afore. As he rode up to the fort he waved his hat
and let the reins drop over the sorrel's neck. It
was the greatest thing you ever seen, an' the way
them what was there started to cheer was sotnethin' great. The sorrel stallion was jest as tame
as he could be, an' since that time Young Wild
West has owned him, an' there never was a horse
half as good, I'm sartin."
"Quite a story, that," Maxwell remarked, shaking his head. It's seldom a thing of that kind ever
happens in real life."
"Don't you believe it, boss?" Charlie asked,
sharply.
"Oh. yes, I wouldn't doubt it. From what I have
heard of Young Wild West· there is nothing so
strange about it, after all. He can do things that
no one else can, it seems. Most likely he could
tame the worst bucker you had in the herd that
was brought over to me this morning."
"Most likely he could.''
"But I am not going to try it just now," Wild
spoke up, with a laugh. "I am not in the humor to
tackle a bucking broncho today.''
"Oh!" spoke up Jack Doody, sneeringly. "You
must be afraid that some one was go1n' to ask you
to show what yer kin do with a bucker."
"What can you do with one?" Wild asked,
·
quickly.
"About anything that anybody else can."
"Well, you're a pretty good one, then, for I am
satisfied that there are a few men in that part of
the country who han handle any kind of a horse.
There may be some boys who can do it, too."
"I wouldn't mind tryin' it, Young Wild West,"
the cowboy declared.
"I should like to see you tackle one of Locke's
horses," the young deadshot remarked, as he arose
to his feet. "Wait until I go and ask him if he
will give you permission.''
Without saying anything further the boy hurried into the house. He went on through to the
kitchen, where he found the ranchman just starting in to help his wife and the squaw who was
employed as a servant.
"Joe," he said, "that fellow who rode over here
with Maxwell is boasting about how he can ride a
bucking broncho. Have you any real vicious ones
in the corral?"
"Have I any real vicious ones in the corral?"
the ranchman asked, opening his eyes in astonishment. "Well, I should reckon. I don't believe
there's any worse horses anywhere in Texas than
a few of what I've got there. Them what Maxwell
picked out, though, ain't sich bad ones. But I
reckon you have got a putty good eye. If he wants
to tackle a real bucker jest go over there with him
an' yoi.. pick out one mostly likely that will fix him
·
up mighty sudden like."
"All right. Since I have your permission we'll
take him over there and see what he can do. I
have an idea that he is a big bluffer, and that he
can't tame a broncho any quicker than an ordinary cowboy."
Wild soon came back again, and he found Doody
waiting and acting as if he was rather anxious.
"I am going to give you a chance to show what
you can do," the boy said, in his cool and easy
way. "Corne on over to the corral. You can take
your own saddle and bridle and tie your horse
here until you come back. It isn't very far, so
we'll all walk over there and watch you give an
exhibition. I'll pick out a ho1·se for you, and I as-

sure you that I don't know one from the other, as
I never saw them before. I am not going to give
you one from the lot Maxwell wanted to buy,
though."
"I don't care what one yer let me try. You kin
bet if I can't ride him no one else kin."
"And I'll bet the same way," spoke up Maxwell.
"As a rule I am not given to making wagers, but
I know what you can do, Jack, and I have only
heard of what Young Wild West has done."
"Got much money with yer?" Cheyenne Charlie
asked, stepping up to him.
"I always carry a few hundred with me. It is in
my line of business to do it, you know."
"All right, then. I've got a few hundred myself.
We'll wait till we see how your man makes out.
an' then maybe we'll make a bet."
"All right. Let's go over to the corral. It will
pass the time away while we are waiting for
supper."
"You're goin' to stay here to sup_per, then, are
yer?" the scout inquired.
"I cettainly am."
"Well, if any one had talked to me the way Joe
Locke talked to you, blamed if I would stay an'
have supper at his house."
"That's where you and I are quite different. I
am a business man, and I mean to buy some
horses before I go away from here."
Then he turned and walked slowly in the direction of the corral.
"Come on, girls. You may as well see the fun.
too," Wild called out, so they all followed.

CHAPTER IV.-Broncho Busting.
The -distance to the corral was less than a quarter of a mile, and our friends did not think it
worth while to saddle their horses to ride over to
it. Maxwell and his man could easily have ridden
there, for they had their horses right with them,
but the cattleman seemed satisfied · to walk, and
he took pains to get close to the girls as they went
along. Jack Doody brought up the rear carrying
his saddle and bridle. As they were passing the
bunk house the broncho boss and a couple of cowboys came out and looked at them curiously.
"Come on, boys," Young Wild West called out.
"We are going to have a little fun over at the corral. I don't know whether you are 11.cquaiJ¥ed with
Jim Doody or not, but he claims to be the boss
broncho buster of these parts."
"He does, eh?" Spud WiBiams spoke up. "Well,
I never seen him afore, but I doubt a whole lot if
he's any better than most of us."
"You are not called the broncho boss for nothing, eh?"
"Well, I ain't sayin' nothin' about that. Jeet
'cause I've got a way of lookin' after wild hqrses
don't say that I'm a great buster. But I kin handle 'em putty well, though."
"Get your trappings and a couple of ropes and
come on, then. Maybe you'll have a chance to
show us what you can do before supper."
The two cowboys belonging to the ranch
grinned and talked in whispers. It was quite evident that they felt that the broncho boss was the
real article, and that the man Maxwell had
brought over with him would stand 110 ohow with
him. It did not take the three long to get what

.
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was wanted, and then they join~d the party and
all soon walked over to the big corral.
"Now, then," Spud said, nodding to our hero, "I
suppose you want me to catch one of them horses,
an' you want a bad one, too."
"That's it exactly, Spud. I believe I told Jack
Doody I would pick out the horse for him. Suppose you let me take a rope, and between the two
of us·we ought to soon catch the one I wan~."
"All right, here yer are," and the lariat was
quickly handed to the young deadshot.
Wild tossed the rope upon the ground and then
proceeded to coil it in his own way, the others
looking with no little interest.
"I reckon you know somethin' about a l'Ope all
~ right," one of the cowboys ventured, :1dmi:r:ingly.
"Well, I have handled one a few times m my
life."
"I kin see that."
,
Spud opened the gate and all hands went into
the corral. The more timid of the horses scampered away immediately, but a few remained ~ookmg at them with their ears thrown back straight.
"Spud," the ·young deadsh_ot said, as he pointed
to a wicked looking-roan which seemed to be challenging them to catch him, "I have an idea that
there's a -pretty bad one."
"You have got the right idea, Young Wild
West" was the quick reply. "That one an' about
three' others is ·about the same. There ain't been
no one to ever ride "em yet, though it's been tried
two or three times."
"Have you ever tried it?"
"No. 1·a1ways give the boys the first·chance, an'
when every man 2,n the ranch has failed then I
tackle the ·job. I llon't always win out, though,"
he added, shaking his head. "I ain't no king-pin
at the game, but I kin herd a lot of horses about
as quick as any one I've ever seen."
"Is that the one you want me to tackle?" Jack
Doody a~ked, looking at the roan in a contemptuous sort of way.
"I reckon he'll do," Wild answered.
"Give me that rope, then, an' I'll ketch hint."
,. "You needn't bother about that. We'll ccatcch
him all right."
"Jest as you say. You want to show some of
your smartness, I s'pose."
"That's just what I want to show, Jack," and
the young deadshot laughed good-natured ly.
Then he nod~ed to Spud, who returned it and
promptly started off to the left. TI;e r?an b1;onch_o
began pawing the earth now, switchrng his tail
defiantly. Wild knew pretty well that he was g~tting ready to make a start, and he watched him
sharply as he moved upon the other_ side._ Spud
knew his business, too. He was holdmg his rope
and walking along as if h:e· was tryin~ to n:ake _the
horse think he had no idea of roprng him Just
then. Wild managed to get within thirty feet of
the broncho, when up went the animal's h~els,
and with a loud snort he turned almost straight
toward him. Nothing could have pleased the
young deadshot any better, and with a quick
swing of the rope he caught the beast about his
forelegs. There was a sudden jerk of the rope and
~• the roan fell heavily. Then Wild held the rope
taut until Spud ran up to assist him.
"Mighty easy, wasn't it?" the broncho boss said,
with a chuckle. "I didn't think you was goin' to
irit sich a good cha-rice as that, Young Wild West."
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"I didn't either. But I was satisfied that we
would be able to- get him without using a horse."
"Oh, so was I. But I sorter felt that it might
take anywhere from ten minutes to half an hour
to do it."
"It didn't, though, and that makes it all the better. Now then, let .him get up. I reckon we can
hold him all right."
.
As the broncho was allowed to get upon his feet
there was quite a time for a minute or two. But
the two who had him understood their business
too well to let him get away, and the result was
that the beast calmed a little, though every muscle
seemed to be quivering.
·
"Come on, Jack Doody," Wild called out.
"Here's a chance for you to distinguish yourself.
The l:>roncho boss claims this to be one of the
worst horses there is on the whole ranch. If you
can ride him you are a good one."
"I ain't goin' to say that I kin ride him, but I
will say that if I can't there ain't no one here as
kin," came the surly reply.
"All right. We'll see about that. You are not
backing down, are you?"
"I never back down for nothin', Young Wild
West."
"Oh, you don't eh? Come on with the saddle.
But I reckon we'll get the bridle on first. Hand it
here, please."
"Oh, I kin put it on."
"Can you? Go ahead, then."
,
After no little difficulty Doody managed to get
the bridle upon the broncho's head. Then after
th1·ee attempts he threw the saddle upon his back
and, with the assistance of the broncho boss, managed to buckle the girths tightly.
In order to help them along, Wild put a handkerchief over the animal's eyes. By doing this
he fixed it so the horse could not see, and this
made him a little more quiet.
"Say when you're ready; Jack," the young deadshot said, in his cool and easy way. "You had
better feel of your head, too, for if there is a soft
spot there you might get hurt if it hap_pens to
strike the ground suddenly."
"There ain't no soft spot on my head, Young
Wild West. You kin joke all you want to. I
ain't no coward, an' I ain't afraid to tackle any
broncho that ever lived. But mind yer, I ain't
sayin' that I'm goin' to ride this here beast. I
think he's about one of the worst I ever straddled.
I kin tell that by the way he's quiverin'. I don't
believe he's ever had a saddle on his back afore."
"Yes, he has, three or four times," Spud Williams spoke up. "But I don't mind tellin' you that
no one has ever been a_ble to ride nim as far as ten
feet. If you kin ride ,him further than that you'll
do mighty well."
"Say wh:en you're .ready," Wild said, smiling at
the cowboy in a tantalizing way.
"I'm ready now," and then Doody slipped his
left foot into the stirrup and swung himself into
the saddle.
•
Wild pulled away the handkerchief , at the same
time letting go his hold upon the animal's head.
The broncho boss stepped away at the same time,
an.d then there was a lively time, indeed. The
broncho did not offer to run straight ahead, but
began jumping now, and finally came down upon
all fours with almost force enough to shake the
ground. But Doody gauged his actions pretty
well, and managed to stick there.
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"That's what I call a putty good bucker, Wild,"
Cheyenne Charlie shouted. "But jest wait. As
soon as he finds that game won't work he'll try
somethin' else."
They all knew this without being told, and, sure
enough, about ten seconds later the broncho, finding that he could not dislodge the man from his
back, changed his tactics. He gave a vicious snort,
and then made a leap forward, at the same time
throwing his hind quarters high into the air. But
Doody hung fast, and the spectators felt like applauding him. Sam Maxwell did shout encourag1n.gly, but it is doubtful if the rider heard him.
The broncho suddenly reared pon his hind legs,
and it looked as ·if he was going to fall backward
and crush the rider. But Doody hrought his spurs
into play, and then down came the four feet with
a crash, and up went the hind heels. This was too
much for the cowboy. His teeth-were nearly jolted
out of his head as it were, and dazed by the sudden shock and unable to hang on any longer, he
let go the bridle-rein and then turned a somersault in the air. landing upon all fours ten feet
away. Tne triumphant broncho started to gallop
away, of course, but Wild's lariat was ready for
him, and he did not go very far before he was
caught and thrown again. Spud was right there
to help the boy, so the broncho remained an easy
captive. Doody got up and limped painfully away,
brushing the dirt from his clothing as he did so.
"Well, boss," Cheyenne Charlie said, turning to
th!'! cattleman, "you had better show the color of
that money you have got witb yer. I'll bet yer two
hundred dollars that ther~'s someone here as kin
ride that broncho."
"Take the bet. Sam," Doody cried, excitedly.
"You know putty well what I kin do, an' yer seen
that I done my level best jest now."
"All right, Jack," Maxwell answered, coolly.
"I'll accommodate this fellow who ls so anxfous
to lose some of his rp.oney. You hold the stakes."
"I don't care who holds the stakes " Charlie
answered, as he · quickly counted out the money.
"It ain't likely this galoot is goin' to git away with
the money."
·
The money was soon put up, and then Maxwell
smiled coolly and said:
"Now then, I suppose Young Wild West is going to be the one who will ride the broncho."
"I ain't said yet who it will be, but I know he
kin do it. I sorter think I kin do it myself."
"Why don't you try it then?"
" 'Cause I think Wild is better at it than I am."
"Why don't you let the broncho boss, as they
call h:m. have a chance?"
"I'll take the chance," Spud Williams called out.
"I'.ve got fifty dollars of my own money, an' I'll bet
you that much that I'll ride .the horse."
"Oh, maybe you have ridden him before," the
cattleman said, sneeringly. "I think Young Wild
West is the proper one to try it."
"All right, Mr. Maxwell," the young dead shot
called out, as one of the cowboys took his place
and held fast to the vicious steed. "To accommodate you I will tackle it."
Then he t~ssed his hat to Arietta, who caught it
deftly, and after tightening his belt a little, started for the horse.
"Boys," he said, nodding to the two who were
doing their best to keep the animal still, "when I
say Jct go, I want you to jump back out of the
way and keep clear of this felluw's heels. I have-

n't tackled a job like this in three or four months,
but I think I'll be equal to the occasion just the
same."
Gripping the bridle-rein in one hand and holding a short whip in the other, the young deadshot
rested his hand upon the saddle-horn, and then
slipping his toe into the stirrup, called out:
"Get out of the way. Let him go.''
Up he went, landing astride perfectly, and then
while he was getting his other foot in the stirrup,
a pretty exhibition of ·oucking ensued. It wa~
about the same performance as had been given a
few minutes previous, but even the cattleman
quickly became satisfied that Young Wild West
adapted himself mucch better to the movements
of the animal than Doody had dene.
"Sorry ta make you lose your wager, Mr. Maxwell," Wild called out. "But if I can't ride this
beast it will be first one that ever got the best of
me. Now get at it, you brute."
Then he began using his whip, and becoming
crazed, the broncho cut up at a fearful rate. He
bucked, reared and plunged, and tl'len finding that
he could not un seat the boy, suddenly lay down ..
But Wild was used to all that sort of thing. He
knew the worst of wild bronchos too well -to be
caught napping, apd he managed to get his feet
out of the stirrups each time. Three times did the
obdurate steed lie down, and when he got . up the
last time he must have decided that the best thing
he could do was to run. This he did, and around
the corral he went at a terrific pace, the other
horses snorting and kicking up their heels in
every direction. The moment he got him started
Wild knew he had won, and he kept the beast going whether it wanted to or not by using his whip.
Two or three times the broncho seemed to be satisfied. but Wild was not. He kept on riding around
for nearly ten minutes, and then finally when he
had the broncho under full control he guided him
direct to the spot where the spectators were
standing. Arietta was cheering wildly, waving
her lover's hat, and the rest certainly were helping her out all they could, with the exception of
the cattleman and Doody.
"Here you are, Spud," the young deadshot called out, in his cool and easy way. "I reckon this
fellow is pretty well broken now. Try him yourself, and when you tire him out you can put him
in a stall, and I reckon it won't be much trouble .
to ride him tomorrow."
"You're a wonder, Young Wi1d West! " the
broncho boss exclaimed. "You kin beat me all
holler, an' I did sorter think that I was a putty
good one."
"Hand over my money," Charlie spoke up, as
he stepped over to Doody. "I reckon I'm two
hundred dollars richer, an' Young Wild West is
the boss broncho buster of the whole earth."
Reluctantly the cowboy passed over the money,
while Maxwe]J shook his head and looked as
solemn as an owl, but said nothing.

CHAPTER V.-Hop Entertains the Cattleman and the Cowboys.
No doubt Maxwell must have felt sore at losing
the wager he had made with Cheyenne Charlie,
for he was a very mean man and valued a dollar
mPch higher than the average person.
But he laughed it off, and after watching the
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broncho boss ride the. horse around the corral a
couple of times, he turIJ£d to Wild and said:
"I am perfectly satisfied, and acknowledge that
I was mistaken in my way of thinking. Suppose
we go back to the house? Probably supper is
nearly ready by this time."
"All right," was the reply. ."I'm glad you take
it so easy. I have seen fellows who became very
angry over things identical with just what hap•
.
pened here."
"I am not built that way, Young Wild West.
As I told you before, I consider myself a gentleman. While I may get a little angry at times, I
have a way of quickly coming to my senses. One
of your partners said a short time ago that he
couldn't understand why I would 1:emain at the
ranch over night after Joe Locke had spoken so
plainly to me. But I will convince him that it
was right for me to do -so before I leave."
"I hope you will, Maxwell."
Then Wild walked Oi\'er to where Arietta was
waiting for him, and the two promptly set out at
a brisk pace for the house. The crafty cattleman
smiled in a peculiar way as he noticed the handsome young couple g" away from the spot. At
first he was going to follow along with the rest
of our friends, but he hesitated a moment, and
then waited for J a Gk Doody to get his saddle and
bridle. There was a broad grin on the face of
Spud Williams as he delivered them to the defeated cowboy.
"Barked up the wrong tree, didn't you?" he
.
said.
"Meanin' me?'' Doody asked.
"Both of yer, I reckon.· You thought you was
a great one at bustin' a broncho, an' so did Maxwell." "Well, I reckon I'm as good as you are, anyliow ."
"I don't believe it, but we ain't goin' to settle
it right now. Some· other time we'll have it out.
Wait till I git my month's pay, an' I'll have somethin' to bet."
"Never mind, Jack," the cattleman said, taking
his man by the arm. "Don't get angry about it.
A fellow can't win a victory every time, you
know.'-'
"I s'pose not," was the reply. "But this feller
who calls himself the b1:oncho boss ain't no better
than I am, an' I know it.''
"You trv to fool with me an' you'll find out
whether I am or not," warned Spud.
A whisper from Maxwell caused the cowboy to
keep quiet. The three walked along until they
came to the bunk-house. Then out came the two
Chinamen who were employed by Young Wild
West and his friends.
"Velly nicee day, so be," Hop said, nodding to
Maxwell and smiling complacently.
"Are you talking to me, heathen?" the cattleman asked, sharply.
• "Yes, me talkee to you. Velly nicee day, me
•
say."
"Mind your own business." ·
"Allee light. You mindee you own business, too,
so be. You velly bad Melican man. Me no likee
you."
This so exasperated Maxwell that he made a
move as if to pull a gun.
"Hold on, there!" called out Spud Williams,
aharply. "You go to tryin' anythin' like that
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around here, an' I reckon you won't buy no more
horses an' cattle."
"Excuse me," was the quick reply, and a forced
smile showed upon the man's face. "I'm a perfect
gentleman, and I try to act as one.''
"All right then, let it go at that."
"Come on, Jack," Maxwell said, nodding to his
companion. "We ha·d better get our horses and
put them away. We are going to stay here until
tomorrow, and when we leave I expect we'll have
the fo r tv horses to take with us."
"All right, Sam," and then the two started for
the front of the house, where their horses were
nibbling at the grass.
It happened that Wild and Arietta had stopped
under a tree right near where the horses were,
and as the two men approached, Jack Doody
nudged his companion, and said:
"What do you think of that for a nice-lookin'
gal, Sam?"
"So '!\,'ou have noticed it, too, have you?" Maxwell answered,Jooking at his curious1y.
"Noticed it! Why, who wouldn't notice it? The
other young gal is a beauty, too, but I like this
one the best."
"So do I, Jack. But you needn't have ·any eyes
for her, for I am going to try and win her myself.
That is one reason why I decided to stay here until to-morrow. I may stay longer than that. The
fact is I mean to stay here as long as Young Wild
West does.''
. "Whe~ !" the cowboy exclaimed, looking at him
in surprise.
"So you're after t!Pctt young gal, eh? Why, she
ain't nothin' more than a kitten compared to your
age."
"What difference does that make, Jack? I am
not an old man by any means and she must be
'
eighteen."
"Yes, but eighteen is putty young, an' another
thing, she's Young Wild West's gal."
"Suppose Young Wild West should die. Then
who's ,g irl would she be?"
"Yours, maybe," and Jack gave a chuckle.
"When I say that I don't mean that I want
the kid to die a sudden death, but such a thing
might happen. He's a pretty hot-headed boy and
sudden."
some one might pop him over all of
"Someone about your size, if he got a good
chance," ventured Doody, still ?Tinning broadly.
"Or someone like d ou, Jack.'
"Yes, that's right, too. I'll admit that I ain't
got no likin' for any {)f 'em."
"Well, after we have been here a while you'll
find out that they'll all try ·to do their best to
chase us away. Young Wild West will also do
everything that lies in his power to prevent Joe
Locke from selling me the horses. That is quite
enough to make us both feel as if' we ought to
,
have revenge."
"Quite enough, I reckon, Sam."
"Say no more about it, then. We'U put the
hornes away, and then we've got to act just as if
we had no hard feelings against any one. Leave
it to me to win the ranchman over. I think when
I have talked with him ·a while, if I can get him
alone, of course, he will be willing to let me
have the horses, and probably I'll get them at
a lower figure than we agreed upon at first.''
The two got their horses and took them over
to the corral, putting them there without askJ

a
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ing permisRiOI\. But it was the· general rule at
the different ranches that when any one came
to stop over the night' with them they should
have the privilege of looking after their own
horses. As they_ were coming back toward the
bunk-house, they saw Spud Williams coming from
the house.
''Maxwell," Spud called out, "the boss told me
to tell you yer that if you was goin' to stop here
over night that you would have to sleep in the
bunk-house an' eat in the mess-house."
"Joe Locke said that, eh ?"
"Yes, he allows that there ain't no extra room
at the house. His daughter is ·comin' back tomorrow, an' the only extra room they've got is for
her, an' its all fixed up.
. "I'll accept that as an excuse, and be perfectly
satisfied to the arrangement."
Maxwell was not altogether pleased, but of
course the cowboy had nothing in the way of objections, for he had not expected to stop at the
house. However, the crafty cattleman kept his
feelings to himself, and a few minutes later he
was combing his hair before a cracked lookingglass that was hanging to the back of the bunkhouse, while Doody was washing away in a big
basin of water.
No one came near them while they were making
their toilet, and when they walked into the n'lesshouse, which adjoin·e d the sleeping quarters of the
cowboys, they found that nearly all the cowboys
who happened to be in off the range were sitting
at the table, as well as Young Wild West's two
Chinamen. Hop had won g-reat favor with the
cowboys through his witty remarks, and some one
had suggested th_at he take the head of the table,
while the broncho boss, who was really the foreman of the range, sat opposite him at the other
end.
'
There was plenty of room for the two guests,
and after looking around for a minute, Maxwell
sat down on the long bench a little apart from
the rest. Doody came and took a seat at his side,
and then the cook proceeded to pass around the
beef stew that was piping hot. The deep tin plates
of every man was filled with the steaming- mess,
and then they all helped themselves to the bread
that was before them and started in to eat in true
cowboy fashion. Along came the cook with a pot
of coffee, and the tin cups were filled, and then
having nothing else to do, the cook sat down
and proceeded to eat.
~
A merry conversation stnuck up, but Maxwell,
who was really hungry, kept on eating and remained silent.
Doody now and then put in a word, and presently when Young Wild West's clever Chinee said
something that caused the rest to laugh, he looked
sharply at Hop and said!
. "Was you meanin' me, heathen?"
"Whatee mattee?" Hop asked, in surprise. "Me
no say somethling 'boutee you." ·
"I don't' know whether you did or not, but I
seen some of 'em laughin' at what you jest said."
"Whattee me say?"
"I don't know what it was. Somethin' about
havin' a very smart uncle, or somethin' like that."
"Lat light. Me say me gottee velly smartee
uncle in China, and me allee samee likee my
uncle."
"Oh, I thought you meant me, 'cause I've got

an uncle what got p~t in ,jail for somethin' h~
didn't do."
"You uncle no velly muchee smartee, Jen, or
he no gittee puttee in jail."
This caused another laugh and, feeling that he
was insulted, Doddy sprang to his feet and exclaimed :
._
·
"See here, boys, I'm a stranger to all of yer,
but Maxwell knowed me since I was a little kid.
He'll tell yer that there ain't nothin' wrong about
me, an' I don't think it's right to let that Chinaman make fun of me."
"You .iest set down an' take it easy, Doddy,"
advised Spud Williams. "The Chinaman didn't
say a word about you till you started it up, an'
what he did say · sartinly hadn't oughter insult
yer."
'
The meal proceeded, and as a couple of the cowboys made a move to leav.e the table, Hop called
out:
"Waitee minute. Me showee you velly nicee
lillee tlick, so be. Me allee samee gleat magician."
"What are you goin' to show us, Hop?" the
broncho boss asked, stnilingly.
"Nicee hllee tlick. so be."
·"A trick, eh? Goin' to play a trick on someone?"
"Magic tlick," explained the Chi:11aman., "My
blother knowee allee 'boutee."
·
"Me no care," Wing declared, ,as he arose from
the table. "Me no likee magic tliek. Me mindee
own business. Maybe you makee foolee of somebody. But you no makee foolee of me." There was _ much laughing at this, · for the
pidgin-English of the two Chinamen surely made
them all feel mirthful. Even Maxwell could not
help smiling, and, noticing this,- Hop nodded to
him in a patronizing way and, said:
"Misler Melican Man, maybe you gottee nicee
watchee."
"Maybe I've got what?" the cattleman asked,
not quite catching his meaning.
"Watchee, allee samee lille clock, tellee timee."
"Oh, you want -to know what time it is, eh?
Well, it's just twenty minutes to seven.''
"You lettee me havee you watchee and me
showee velly nicee tlick, so be. Me no hurtee you
watchee."
"Say," the cattleman said, sharply, "you have
already said that you're a magician. I suppose. .you want my watch to help you perfo1·m a trick.
If I. let you have it what guarantee have I that it
will be 1·eturned to me in as good condition as
when I handed it over to you?"
While Hop could not talk very good English, he
could understand it about as well as the average
American.
"How muchee you watchee worth?" he asked,
"I value it at a hundred and twenty-five dollars.
It is a gold watch and a good one, too."
"Allee light. If you watchee no allee light when
me gittee thlough me pay you hundled and twlenty-fivee dollee."
·
"Let him have the ·watch,'' ~ne of the cowboys
spoke up. "He ain't goin' to hurt it."
·
"Why don't you let him have yours? I see you
have one, if that shoe-string at your belt has anY";.
thing at the other end."
"Well, the one I've got is only gold-plated, an~
it ain't worth more than ten dollars. But if you're
afraid to let him have your gold watch I'll let him
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have this one, an' I don't care whether he busts it
all to pieces or not."
"I certainly am not afraid to let any one have
my watch, so long as I know it will be returned
to me in good condition."
Hop suddenly drew some money from his pocket
and, counting out a hundred and twenty-five dollars, handed it to the broncho boss, saymg:
"You takee um money. If me hurtee um ,vatchee
you givee to Misler Maxwell."
"That's fair enough," Spud declared. "How
about it. Maxwell?"
"Oh, I am satisfied. I'll let him have. the
watch."
He unhooked it from the heavy gold chain he
wore and rising to his feet, carried it to the end
of the table and passed it to the clever Chinee.
Hop pushed aside his plate and cup, and placing
the watch on the bare boards the t op of the table
was constructed of, he pointed to it and said:
"Evelybody watchee. Lis vel!y nicee tlick, so
be."
Then he produced the big yellow silk handkerchief he always had with him to help him perform
his magic tricks, and after shaking i_t out i:n all
directions to show that there was nothmg m it, he
dropped it gently upon the table and then proceeded to wrap the watch in its folds. Everybody was
watching him and no doubt none were looking any
sharper than the cattleman, for he really felt as
if his time-piece was in danger of being broken.
Hop kept smiling and soon finished ,yhat he w3:s
doing. Then he wound the handkerchi~f 1;lbo~t his
wrist and showed that the watch was mside it.
"You hear um tickee?" he a sked, a s he placed it
close to the ear of the cowboy nearest to him.
"I sartinly do," was the reply. "She's. goin'
all right."
"Allee light, me stoppee, Jen."
Then he swup.g the handkerchief over his head
and brought it down hard upon the table.
"Hey!'' exclaimed Maxwell, his face turning
pale. "'What are you tryin' to do?"
"Me wantee makee you watchee stoppee, so be."
"Well, I think you have done it all right, so I
may a s well take that hundred and twenty-five
doliars. You brougl;J.t that watch down hard
enough upon the table to break every part of the
movement. I knew you intended to ruin the
watch when I let you have it."
:i "Lat allee light. Me velly smartee Chinee.''
Then Hop held what the handkerchief contained
to the ear of the cowboy again, and said:
"You hear it tickee?"
"No, blaimed if I do," was the reply.
"Lat allee light.
Me fixee velly muchee
quickee.'
Then he again brought the handkerchief and
its contents hard upon the table, this time sufficiently to finish it completely if the first blow
had not already done that much. The cowboys
looked on in amazement, for they really thought
the Chinaman was deliberately smashing a hundred and twenty-five dollar watch.
While none of them had a liking for the cattleman, probably they might have thought the heathen was going a little too far.
• For the third time Hop placed the handkerchief
to the ear of his neighbor.
"You hear tickee ?" he asked.
"Yes, yes," came the quick reply. "She goin'
Jest as sure as anything."
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"Allee light. Maybe uu, watchee allee light."
Then Hop proceeded to unwind the handkerchief, and a few seconds later he showed the
watch in perfecct order as it lay in the folds.
Maxwell ran over and made a grab for it. He
opened the case and saw the second hand moving
in the regular way. Then he placed it to his ear
and looked puzzled.
"You no wantee um money now, Misler Maxwell?" the Chinaman a sked, blandly.
"Why, I-er-can't understand this," was the
reply.
"Me velly smartee Chinee.''
"Yes, I know.''
"You waitee minute, and me showee you somethling more."
CHAPTER VI.-Hop Is Right In His Element.
• Young Wild West and his friends were called
to supper soon after they returned from the corral. As was u sually the case, a fine repast had
been spread for them, for a ranchman's wife always prides herself upon being a generous hostess, and never leaves a stone unturned to put out
the best the larder affords. They chatted as they
ate, and the subject of the crafty cattleman naturally came up.
"He thinks he's going to git me to sell them
horses to him, an' that's why he's stayin' here
over night," Joe Locke said. "But he's mighty
mistaken, 'cause I wouldn't sell him a horse, not
if he offered a thousand dollars for it. I'm done
dealin' with Sam Maxwell, an' that's all there
is to it.''
"He's got an awful nerve to stay here, I think,''
Cheyenne Charlie spoke up. "What you told him
right after he came here oughter have been
enough to make him mount his cayuse an' leave.
But when you sent word to him that he would
have to eat in the mess-house with the cowboys,
that was the limit.''
"Yes, I know it was," the ranchman admitted.
"But I couldn't help actin' that way. I didn't
want him here, an' that was all there was to it.
But I know enough about Maxwell to make me
think that he's goin' to stick. He wants them
horses mighty bad, 'cause he knows there never
-was a nicer bunch to be found. He'll put up
with anything to gain his point. Most likely
he's got a customer for 'em already, an' will
make five or six hundred dollars on the deal if
he sells 'em to him."
"I glory in your spunk, Joe," Wild said, smilingly. "You are one of the most independent
men I ever met, and I give you credit for the
way you're acting. Certainly you don't have to
sell your horses or cattle to everyone who comes
along, and when you do sell you can get your
price."
·
"That•~ the way I'm doin' it, anyway, Wild,"
and the ranchman gave a chuckle.
He kept on talking about it until supper waa
finished. Then. Cheyenne Charlie suggested that
they go down to the mess-house and see how the
cowboys were making out. It happened that they
had started eating at the house a little sooner
than the cowboys did at the mess-house, so when
Wild and Charlie walked down and looked
through a window, Hop was just finishing his
so-ca lied mal?ic trick.
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"Sorter got that measly coyote wo1·ked up eh,
Wild?" the scout remarked, as he nodded toward Maxwell, who was looking at the watch
which had been returned to him.
"I reckon so," was the reply. -"That's a v!!ry
old trick of Hop's. He always carries a c.oorknob or something that resembles the sha1,e of a
watch with him, and he actually makes thu:n all
think he's hitting the watch upon the tabl- when
it's nothing more than the door-knob. But it's a
clever trick, all rigllt, Charlie, for he can make
the change right. before your eyes and you can
never see him do it."
"That's right, ,vild," and the scout shook his
head. "I've watched him a whole lot of times,
but blamed if I could ever see where he made
a change in doin' a thing like that.
It looks
jest as if .he puts the watch in the handkerchief
an' then bangs it hard on the table or bar, or
any other thing what's near him. Let's go in.
He's jest said he's goin' to show them another
trick."
"All right."
So the two walked on around to the door and
entered the mess-house.
They walked so lightly that no one saw them
1mtil they were well inside. Then Maxwell happened to be the first one to notice them.
"Hello, Young Wild West!" he called out. "I'm
glad you came in. I have just -been pretty well
worked up over a trick your clever Chinee performed. I actually thought he had battered my
gold watch all to pieces, but here it is just as
good as ever."
"Is that so, Maxwell? Well, I may as well tell
you that Hop is one of the best sleight-of-hand
performers I ever -saw. He can do lots of things
that will deceive the shrewdest of people. Wilat
did he do, put the watch in his handkerchief and
then bang it upon the table a couple of times?"
"That's just what he did."
"\Vell, you have got sense enough to know
that it wasn't the watch in the handkerchief
when he struck the table, haven't you?"
"I know it couldn't have been the watch when
he did it."
"Certainly not. I don't mind explaining that
trick to you. Hop has a way of making a change
in the articles he is handling. Probably it was
nothing more than a flat, round stone that made
the sound when the handkerchief was brought
upon the table, or it might have been a doorknob or something of the kind. I have seen
him use them very often."
"That sounds reasonable, Young Wild \Vest,"
Spud Williams spoke up. "But when a feller
sets right here an' sees a watch wrapped in a
handkerchief, that makes it different. • If we had
seen him put a door-knob or a stone there we
would all know jest how it was done."
"Of course you would, Spud. But in that
case there would be no trick about it at all."
"I suppose so," and the broncho boss shrugged his shoulders.
Hop now showed several other tricks with the
watch.
·
When it was time to light the lamps, Wild and
Charlie left the place and went back to the
house, and then they caused a hearty laugh as
they related about Hop's tricks. :Jot the ranchman an<} his wife became so CU!;ous that Hop
0

was called to the house, where he g,owe an exhibition for nearly an hour.

CHAPTER VII.-Maxwell and His
Are Driven Fi:om the Ranch.

Man

For reasons of his own Maxwell did not come
to the house that night. Our friends retired at
a i-ather late hour, but this did not deter them
from rising early in the morning. Joe Locke
was up and doing the chores when Wild and his
partners came out of the house at the back door.
The ranchman saw them as they were washing
them elves, and after bidding them a pleasant
good-morning, said:
''I s'pose it won't be very long now afore Maxwell will be here to talk about buyin' them
horses. But I ain't changed my mind one bit.
He can't have 'em even if he's willin' to pay a
thousand dollars apiece for 'em. I've said he
couldn't, an' I mean it."
"That's right, Joe. Stick to it," Wild answered, with an approving nod. "We'll see how long
he is going to hang around here."
"Oh, he's one of the kind what won't take no
for an answer. I know that much. I s'pose I'll
have to order him from the premises afore I git
through with him,"
Half an hour later they sat down to breakfast.
and when the meal was over with all hands went
outside, fo1· it was a very pleasant morning, and
there was a cooling breeze blowing from the
southwest. Wild looked toward the bunk-house,
and when he saw the cattleman standing near the
door talking with Spud Williams, he knew that it
was nearly time for him to come to the house.
Presently the ranchman came out,, and looking
that way, shook his head and said:
"I've got a few things to 'tend to, Wild, but
I s'pose I'd better wait until that feller comes
up here. The quicker we settle it the better it will
be."
"He's coming now," Jim Dart remarked.
Sure enough, Maxwell was starting that way,
followed by the broncho boss and Jack Doody, who
had just come out of the mess-house. T}u) ranchman sat down upon the edge of the stoop and
cl"Ossed his legs. Then he calmly took a chew of
tobacco and waited, while Young Wild West andhis two partners remained standing near.
"Good-morning everybody!" the cattleman called out in a cheery voice. "I hope you slept well
last night."
"How did you sleep, Maxwell? Was the bunk
big enough for yer, an' was it soft or hard?"
Locke asked, somewhat sarcastically.
"Oh, I'm used to sleeping in a bunk as well as
on a feather bed," was the reply. "Don't think I
minded it in the least, Joe. But say, I'd like to
talk to you privately for a few minutes."
"If you have got anything to say to me, say it
right here. I ain't afraid of Young Wild~West
an' his pards hearin' it."
"Oh, you would rather have it that way, eh?"
"Yes."
'All right, then. I'll begin by saying that I
have had quite a conversation with your man
here," and he nodded toward Williams.
"Is that so? What did Spud tell yer?"
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"Oh, nothing much. He·said you're a very headstrong man, and that when you once make up your
mind to a thing you always stick to it."
"That's jest right. I'm glad he told you that."
"But be reasonable, Joe," and the cattleman
came and took a seat beside him. "There is no
need of you keeping forty head of horses and feeding them, when you can sell them at your own
price. I'll admit that I made a mistake yesterday
morning in offering your man less than the price
agreed upon. But I am perfectly willing to pay
what you ask, and I'll gjve you the cash money
now and take the horses."
"You won't do nothin' of the kind, Maxwell.
You couldn't buy them horses if you was to offer
me a thousand dollars a head for 'em. Now then,
take my advice an' don't say nothin' more about
•
it."
"Perhaps you think my money isn't as good as
somebody else's would be."
"I ain't sayin' nothin' about that. Money is
money, but it's you I'm thinkin' about. You have
got the reputation of bein' a mean, conten;wtible
man, what takes advantage of everyone what
comes along. This is the first time you played
sich a trick on me, an' you kin bet it's goin' to be
the last one. Maybe you have made a few thous:
ands in the last year by gittin' different ones to
bring their cattle an' horses to yer an' then givin'
'em less than what you promised to when you
made the deal. You kin go on an' do that with
anybody who is willin' to let you have your way
about it, but me an' you is done. There "'c an't be
no kind of a deal made, an' that settles it."
"Oh, I see you are not in a very good humor
yet. Well, I'll hang around until you get in the
humor. I've made up my mind to have the horses."
_ "Maybe you have made up your mind to steal
'em if you can't git 'em no other way," the ranchman spoke up, testily.
"See here, Joe, you don't mean that. You
might have heard it said that I was a mean man,
and all that,.. but you certainly never heard anyone say I was a thief."
"No; I didn't hear no one say you was a thief,
but blamed if I don't think you would steal if
you got a good chance. Now then, I'm gain' to
tell you that I don't want you hangin' around
he1·e. You know what that 1neans."
"You wouldn't drive a man away from here,
would you?"
,. "Yes, I would."
"Suppose I were to tell you that my horse is
too lame to ride back to the settlement, what
then?"
"If you was to tell me that I'd think you was
}yin'. Your horse was all right last night, an'
I happen to know it."
"Well, I'm going to tell you now that my horse
is lame. He got kicking last night and started
some of your horses kicking too, and the result is
he's got his hip skinned fearfully. If you will
come down to the corral I'll show you."
"I won't believe you till I see the horse."
"Come on, then, and- you'll soon find out."
"All right, I'll go. Come on, boys," and th~
ranchman nodded to Wild and his partners.
None of them believed that the cattleman 'was
telling the truth, though he acted very much as if
he w.as. They were quite willing to go, so the
whole party started over for the corral. It happened that Maxwell's horse was not far from 'the
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gate, and the moment they had a good chance to
look the animal over they sa:w that the left hip
really was skinned quite badly.
"Joe," the young deadshot said, nodding to the
ranchman, "he told the truth all right. The horse
isn't fit to ride, th~t's sure."
"There!" exclaimed Maxwell, triumphantly.
"Now you see that it wouldn't be fair if you were
to or<;!er me to leave the ranch. You might,
though," he ·added, shaking his head, "let me have
another horse.',._
"I wouldn't do that if you never got away from
here!" exclaimed th~ ranchman, angrily. "I believe you hurt the horse yourself, jest so you
could stay here."
"No, I didn't, Joe. Don't think anything like
th&t. It just happened that way."
"Well, no matter whether it did or not, yo-q
ain't gain' to git no horse from me. You had
better take that mlj,n of yours an' ride away with
him on his horse. That's the best thing I kin tell
you. Yer ain't wanted around here, an' that
settles it."
"What did I tell yer?" spoke up the broncho
boss, a ring of triumph in his voice. "I told yer
if you was to hang around hei-e for a month that
Joe wouldn't change his mind."
"No one asked you to say anything," Maxwell
said, curtly. "You're responsible for it all, anyway. I want those horses, and I am willing to
admit it. If I don't get them I shall lay the
blame upon you."
"You kin blame me all you want to, Maxwell,
but I'm workin' for the interest of my boss an'
'
I always do jest as he tells me."
"All right, I'll get square 'with you before many
·
hours, see if I don't."
"Makin' threats, eh?" and Spud placed a hand
on his gun.
"_Oh, I'm not thinking about shooting. That's
a dirty way you have. Just keep your hand away
from your gun."
"Y 01_1'11 find out how dirty it is if you keep
botherm' me. I want to tell you that I don't think
no more of you than I do of a rattlesnake. You're
nothin' but a mean sneak, an' if you take that
you're no good."
"Joe Locke," Maxwell said, looking at the
ranchman, "I am astonished that you permit a
man in your employ to talk to a gentleman in
such ·a way."
"Go ahell:a an' be astonished, then. I reckon
Spud kin say what he likes, especally when he's
talking to you. I'm goin' to give yer half an hour
to git away from here, an' it makes no difference
if you have to walk, you have got to go."
Then Locke coolly looked at his watch to note
the _time. Maxwell grew very angry then, and
when he saw that Young Wild West was smiling
he shook his fists savagely in the air and exclaimed: "All right, you're piling it onto me good
and strong. Just because my horse is lame you're
going to make me get away from here. This is
the first time I have ever been driven away from
a ranch in my whole life, and I hope it will be
the last time."
"Two kin ride one horse if you don't go very
fast," spoke up the ranchman. "This man of
yours is ready to go, an' I know it.''
"I'm ready to go jest as soon as Sam tells me
to,'' Doody answered, tartly.
"Maybe you'll be ready to ·g o afore that. When
;
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I told him to go I meant you, too. Now then,
as I said afore, you had jest half an hour from
the time I said it. About a minute has passed
since that time, so that makes it twenty-nine
minutes. You had better look at your watches
so you won't be here when the time is up."
"What would happen if we was here a little
longer?" Doody asked, his eyes blazing with
anger.
"There ain't no tellin' jest what would happen," and the ranchman tapped his gun significantly.
"You would shoot, eh?"
"Maybe I would. It wouldn't be the first time
I shot if I did."
"Keep still, Jack," Maxwell advised. "It seems
that we have fallen into bad company. The
broncho boss is really· responsible for it all, but
Young Wild West has helped it along considerably."
"You're mistaken there, Maxwell," the young
deadshot spoke up, in his cool and easy way. "We
haven't advised Mr. Locke at all. He is his own
boss, and I am sure he has done exactly as he
pleased in the matter. But I don't mind telling
you that if I had been in his place you wouldn't
have been permitted to r emain here over night."
"Of course not. You would have filled me full
of holes, I suppose, and then spread it about that
I tried to shoot you and was not quick enough."
"I don't know as I am in the habit of doing
anything like that. What makes you say that?"
"Oh, I have heard enoug·h about you to make
me think it, anyway."
"You have, eh? Well, I don't want any trouble
with you, so just keep quiet and I'll do the
same."
"I'll meet you some time, Young Wil West!"
Doody exclaimed, shaking a finger at the boy.
"You'rn awful smart an' mighty quick with a
gun, I know, but ther·e's others who kin handle a
gun, too."
"All right, Doody. Whenever you get ready
to handle a gun on me you can go ahead. Suppose you try it now."
As quick as a flash the young deadshot pulled
a revolver from the holster at his right hip and
covered the fellow.
"Hold on, hold on!" Doody cried, nearly frightened out of his wits. "Don't shoot, please don't."
Wild suddenly raised the muzzle of the weapon
until it was on a line with the man's head. Then
he pulled the trigger.
.
Ci·ack ! As the sha1·p report rang out the hat
flew from the cowboy's head.
"Pick that up~" Wild exclaimed, sternly, as
the villain dropped upon his hands and knees and
acted as if he was actually going to faint.
"I-I--" stammered Doody.
"Pick up your hat," came the command.
The cowboy looked around as if he expected
someone might aid him, but seeing that nothing of
the kind was likely to occur, he a.rose to his feet
and stepped toward the hat.
As he stooped over to lift it from the ground
Wild fired again and caused it to turn over, the
bullet passing completely through it.
"Pick it up," again came the command.
Once more Doody made an attempt to do so, but
before his hand could touch the hat the young
deadshot fired again, and once more the hat was

hit. By this time it was pretty well riddled, and,
placing the revolver back in his belt, Wild said:
"There, I reckon that will do. Now you can pick
it up. I am not going to shoot again. You have
plenty of air holes in your hat, so when you get
hot-headed you are not likely to explode."
"Sam," Doody said, faintly, as he turned to his
companion, "I reckon I'd better git my horse,
hadn't I?"
"Yes, go and get him."
"An' take the lame one with yer," called out the
ranchman. "I don't want no horses here that don't
belong to me."
Neither of the villains said a word, but both
started to the corral, and in a few minutes
Doody's horse was saddled. Maxwell mounted it,
while his mlctn ~ut the saddle and bridle on the
other horse.
"I reckon this critter is good enough to ride, if
you let him go at a walk," Doody said. "Maybe
they'll give me time to patch up the wound a little
afore we start."
"I'll see to that part of it," Spud Williams
called out, and he quickly ran to the• bunk-house
and got some salve. It did not take long to doctor
up the wound, and then Doody mounted Maxwell's
horse and the two started slowly away from the
'ranch.

CHAPTER VIII.-Hop Gets Into a Game
of Poker.
"I reckon Maxwell has found out now that he
can't do no business here," Spud Williams remarked, as he watched the two villains disappear
over a small hill a mile or so from the ranch.
"He may have come to the conclusion that he
will not be able to buy any horses, but I believe he
will be looking for revenge," Young Wild West
answered, with a shake of the head. "Spud, I've
seen just about enough of the crafty cattleman to
make me believe that he is one of the sort who
would go the limit to get satisfaction. He feels
hi!) defeat and humiliation keenly, and you can bet
all you're worth that he will be looking for satisfaction. I doubt very much if he will go far from
the ranch."
"You think he'll be tryin' to git a sly shot at
some one, then, eh, Wild?" the ranchman spoke
up.
"Yes, I do, or perhaps he might try some other
plan. But he certainly will try to get revenge."
"He had better not let me ketch him tryin' to do
anything like that."
"That is just what we want to do, Joe. We
want to catch the crafty cattleman, We know that
he has made a lot of money by tr~king those he
has been buying cattle and horses from. But you
can't call that dishonesty. The thing to do now is
to catch him doing something that is dishonest or
unlawful. Both Maxwell and Doody have made
threats that they will get square. That surely
means that they will do something on the sly, and
I haven't the least doubt but that they would go
as far as murder in order to satisfy their desire."
"I'm somewhat handy with a gun myself, or I
used to be," Locke declared. "But it ain't my way
to go gunnin' for a human bein'. Yet if I thought
that Maywell an' his man meant to harm any one,
I'd mighty soon start out after 'em right now."
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"We'll wait a while. There is no need in being
in any particular hurry about it. We'll give them
a couple of hours, and then we'll take a ride out
upon the range. If we see them hanging around
anywhere we'll know pretty well that they •are
waiting to get revenge."
"It ain't likely we would see anything of 'em if
they didn't go very far away. They would hide
themselves, wouldn't they?" Spud asked.
"There are not very many places where they
could hide, as far as I can see."
"Oh, there's a gully two or three miles off to the
right, an' there's lots of trees an' bushes _there.
They could mighty easy take the horses m the
gully so they couldn't be seen."
.
"Well, even if they did that they couldn't keep
us from finding them."
'No, of course not. But I meant that they
wouldn't ,be seen if thev didn't want to be when
we took a ride around."
"I know what you mean, Spud. But it's all
right."
,
"I've got to go out that way putty soon. There s
four or five of the men somethin' like ten miles
from here. They've been out a couple of days now,
an' I expect 'em to git a big pile of cattle up here
afore sunset. They've been away down at the foot
of the range, an' I ain't heard from 'em since they
went out."
"When you get ready to go, just let me know.
We'll ride out in another direction at the same
time and swing around to meet you. It wouldn't
be healthy for vou to come upon Maxwell and
Doody unexpecte.dly. T!iey have both got it in ~or
you. Maxwell blames 1t all on you for stop,fmg
him from getting the forty horses he wanted.
"I know it, but my gun will be handy, Young
Wild West."
"You want to see to it that it is handy."
"I always do," and the broncho boss gave a nod
to show that he felt quite confident of being able
to take care of himself.
"Maybe you wantee me go with you, Misler
Spud?" Hop Wa? asked, for he had b~en standing
near them listening to all that was said.
"Would you like to go, Hop?" and a grin showed
upon Spud's face right away.
"Me likee go velly muchee, so be. When we meet
um cowboys maybe we havee some fun, so be."
"I reckon we could have some fun all right. If
you want to go I ain't got no objections."
"I'm sure no one else has," Wild' spoke up.
"Allee light, Misler Wild," and Hop looked very
much pleased.
"Wild," said Arietta, as they were turning back
to the house, "if you mean to take a ride about the
cattle range this morning, I'd like to go with you "
"All right, little girl, I am sure I have no objections to it."
•
"When are you going, then?"
"We'll wait until the broncho boss starts out
with Hop."
"Anna and Eloise would like to go, too, Wild."
"Oh, of course, I expected that much. Well,
that is for Charlie and Jim to decide. If they say
they can go it's all right."
"Oh, they'll be perfectly satisfied, I know," and
Arietta laughed lightly.
•
"That being the case, it might be a good idea to
get the horses and saddle them so we can start off
at a moment's notice."
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"Very well, Wild. You see to that part of it,
then."
"I certainly will, Et."
Then as the girls went to the house the young
deadshot and his partners started for the place
where the horses were kept. They found that Hop
was there ahead of them, and already saddling his
piebald broncho. The broncho bo s was busy talking to the ranchman, but in a few minutes he
joined diem.
"I reckon we J¥Y as well start out right now,"
he said, nodding to the young deadshot.
"All right, Spud. You're the boss."
"But I want you to let me an' Hop go on alone.
You mustn't come anywhere near us. If it happens that Maxwell an' his man is hidin' anywhere
they wouldn't be apt to do anything if they seen
you all comin'."
"That's right. You and Hop can go on straight
in the direction you want to go. I am going to take
Arietta and swing around to the left, so as to
meet you five or six miles below. I don't know
what the rest mean to do, but they certainly will
take another direction."
'
"We've got a big cattle corral about four milea
below here, an' it ain't far from the gully," Joe
Locke explained. "There's a shanty on it, an•
sometimes the cowboys stop in it over night.
We've always got some supplies there an' grub,
too. That makes it handy, especially when we're
roundin' up.''
'You're right it doesiJoe. A good idea, I should
say. It saves a whole ot of waste time m coming
to the ranch to get what is needed.''
• "Oh, we've got brandin' irons an' everythinir
there. That's the corral where we do the brandinT
anyhow. Up here is where I keep my horses." '
. Having made up his mind just what he was gomg to do, the broncho boss lost no time in saddling
his best horse, and then a few minutes later he
and Hop started off. Wild and Arietta mounted
their horses immediately, and as they turned to
ride away the young deadshot called back to
Charlie and Jim:
"We are going off to the left, I reckon, so you
can suit yourselves about it. But if I were you I'd
switch around to the right. Try and arrange it so
we'll meet about five miles from here."
"We know jest how to do that, Wild," the scout
answered.
Meanwhile, Spud Williams and Hop were riding
away at a swift gallop. The Chinaman's iiorse
was a good one, and when the broncho boss noticed this he gave a nod of approval and said:
"I reckon all the horses what belong to you
folks kin cover the ground putty fast."
"Lat light, Misler Spud," Hop answered. "Misler Wild wantee velly goodee horse. He gl)ttee
Spitfire, and no horse lun likee him."
"No, of course not. But I reckon I could give
him a putty good rub for about ten miles.''
"You makee mistakee, Misler Spud," and Hop
shook his head decisively.
"Maybe I do. But I'd be willin' to try it, anyhow, jest for the fun of it. Of course, I'd expect
to get beat, but I sorter reckon J wouldn't be very
far behind at the finish."
Just to show what his horse could do, the broncho boss made a spurt. He managed to leave Hop
slightly behind and was gaining a little upon him
and then when a couple of miles had been cove:reo1
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he slackened the pace and permitted the Chinaman to overtake him.
"Velly fastee horse, so be," Hop declared, looking admiringly at the bay broncho the man was
riding.
"Think he's putty near as good as that sorrel
stallion, Hop?"
"Fletty goodee,.but he no ketchee Spitfire."
"All right, then, I'll take your word for it, an' I
won't challenge Youn.e: Wild West to a race."
They rode on, and when a little less than four
miles had been covered they found themselves
close to tlie gully the broncho boss had spoken o .
• As they ascended a little hill they came in sight of
the corral ·and shanty that was erected at one corner of it. There were only a few cattle in it, but
grazing a quarter of a mile away was quite a big
herd. Not a man was to be seen anywhere.
"The boys got up here sooner than I expected,
Hop," Spud declared, looking somewhat surprised.
"I reckon they've thought it best to let the cattle
git a good feed from the rich grass what's growin'
over there. Most likely they're in the shanty. I'll
tell you what you kin do."
"Whattee lat?" Hop asked, looking at him inquiringly.
·
"You run around to the shanty an' see if the
boys are there. I'll swing off to the other side of
the gully. They may be over there, since it's more
than likely that some of the cattle has strar,ed
that way. If you find any one there you tell em
where I've gone an' that I want 'em to git the cattle on the move right away, so they kin be landed
at the ranch as soon as possible."
"Allee light, Misler Spud. Me do lat velly
muchee quickee.''
'
Hop then left him and proceeded straight for
the corral, which he- 1·eached in a very few minutes. When he 12:ot there he could no longer see
the broncho boss. for he had d~scended a slope to
the gully, and no doubt was af the other side by
this time. As the Chinaman rode up to the corral
a shout went up, and then five men came running
out, showing surprise as well as amusement, for
certainly they had not expected to see a heathen
Chinee riding up.
"Velly nicee dii.y, so be," Hop called out, cheerfully, as he reined in his broncho.
"You're right it is, heathen. But where in
thunderation did you come from?" one of them
asked.
"Me comee fiom China. Me velly smartee
Chinee.''
This caused a laugh, for they all appeared to
be good-natured and seemed to regard the Chinaman as a joke.
"So yer come from China, an' you're a very
smart Chinee, are you?" one of them, who appeared to be a sort of spokesman, asked.
"Lat light. Me velly smartee Chinee. But
say, me wantee tellee you somethling.''
"What do you want to tell us, heathen?"
"Misler Spud say he wantee you takee um cattle to um lanch velly soonee."
"Spud Williams, you mean?"
"Yes, he go over lere," and Hop pointed to the
woods that fringed the gully.
"What did he go over there for, heathen," and
they all looked surprised.
"He wantee see if you lere. He {ellee me
maybe you in um shanty, so me comee here.''
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"An' he wants to git the cattle to the ranch as
soon as possible, eh?"
,
"Lat }ight.''
"Well, I reckon he kin wait a little while. We
got here a few minutes ago, an' we ain't had our
breakfast yet."
"Lat allee light. You gottee plenty time,"
Hop declared, and then he dismounted and led
his horse through the gate, which was wide open.
They all began plying him with questions, and
thinking it best to give them the needed information, he told them who he was and why he
happened to be at the Three J Ranch.
When he mentioned the name of Young Wild
West they all looked surprised, for they seemed
to have heard of the young deadshot before.
"Me Young Wild West's Clevee Chinee," Hop
explained, throwing out his chest and putting on
an air of importance.
"I've heard of yer, then," a lanky fellow · with
a long, blond mustache declared. "Your name is
Hop Wah, too, ain't it?"
"You gottee lat light, my fliend. Me namee
Hop Wah; comee flom China. Me velly smartee
Chinee."
"You are somewhat of a card sharp, too ain't
yer?"
"Me likee play draw pokee.''
"What do you think of that, boys?" and the
lanky man turned to his companions and grinned
broadly.
""Oh, a Chinee kin play poker all right," the
man who had acted as spokesman at the start
retorted, with a shrug of the shoulders. "Most
everybody kin, for that matter.''
"Well, what's the matter with havin' a game,
then?" came the suggestion.
"B.e said Spud was in a hurry to git the cattle
to the ranch, didn't he?"
•
"That's all right. But as soon as Spud finds
there ain't no one over there he'll come right over
here, won't he?"
·rhis _appeared to ~ sound logic, so they all
nodded m the affirmative. A fire had been kindled
close to the shack, and a big fiettle of coffee was
h~nging _over it. T!1e cowbo:vi, went right ahead
with their preparat10ns f_- tl'reakfast, while Hop
sat down and lighted a big black cigar.
"You have had your breakfast, eh, Hop?" the
lanky fellow said, with a grin.
"Me havee bleakfast goodee while ago," was
the reply.
·
"All right, then. We was in the saddle most
all the night, but we made up our minds that we
was ~ofn' .t? git here as early as we could this
mornm, an here we are. Now we're goin' to
have breakfast.''
They sat down and at heartily of the food they
had with them, and though it was of a course
kind, they all possessed good appetites, and made
it disappear rapidly. When they had about finished, Hop produced a pack of cards and beg2,n
shuffling them.
"Boys," the lanky fellow said, with a grin, "I
reckon the heathen is ready for a game. We'll
play for a little while, an' if Spud don't come
up we'll go an' look for him.''
"You kin play if you want to," the spokesman
declared, "but I reckon I ain't got money enough
to set in a game of poker jest now.''
"I've got a little," one of the others declared.
"So have I," another spoke up.
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"That's all right, then. There's three of us,
anyhow, an' the Chinaman will make the fourth _
m an. Go on. We'll play for a dollar limit an'
a quarter ante. There ain't nothin' like restin'
a feller more than a game of poker."
Hop forgot all about the hurry the broncho
boss was in, for he was right in his element now.
Nothing suited him better than to get into a
game of cards with a number of cowboys. He
w as a born cheat, and his ability to perform
sleight-of-hand tricks enabled him to do about
what he pleased But it was seldom indeed that
he ever kept what he won from any one who was
playing.an honest game If he did take a: notion
to keep the money, Wild or Charlie would ,generally happen along and make him retnrn it.
Five minutes later the game had started, the
man who had done the talking at first squatting
upon the ground and watching it with. no little
int er est .

•

CHAPTER IX.-Maxwell's Villainy.

Spud Williams was not long in reaching the
gully. He could see the cattie strung out for
over half a mile, and though he was pleased at
them being so close to the .ranch at that I.our in
the morning, he was a little nettled because he
could see nothing of the five men who had been
driving them. . But he began to think that they
must be at the corral shanty, and he was tempted
to turn back and ride to it. But thinking that
there might be more of the cattle at the other
, side of the gully, he rode on down the hill and
soon entered the fringe of woods. Just as he
reached the lowest part of the gully .his horse
stumbled and he was thrown fi'tlm the saddle.
Howevei-, he was quick enough to land upon
his feet, and he saw what had caused the animal to make a misstep. A rope was around one
of the forelegs.
"What in thunder •is this?" the broncho boss
,,.cried, angrily.
"Don't you see what it is?" a voice answered
.
.
:from behind him.
He turned quickly and saw Maxwell holding a
-revolver close to his head.
"That's it, Sam," another voice called out, and
then Jack Doody appeared, holding :fast to the
rope that had caught the horse.
Taken completely by surprise, the broncho boss
had not the ghost of a chance to pull his gun.
He 1·ealized that if he attempted to do so he
would be shot dead, for he could tell by the expression of Maxwell's :face that he would not
hesitate to shoot.
"You have got me, I reckon," he said, trying
to keep calm.
"Yes, and a whole lot easier than we expected.
You are one of them who are wanted by us. You
hav,e had your turn, and now I am going to have
mine. You didn't think, then, that I was going
to leave the Three J Ranch without getting satis.
faction, did you?"
"Young Wild West said he wouldn't, anyhow.
..,, He'll be along putty soon, an' then maybe .it will
be our turn ag'in."
"We've got him, so what are you goin' to do
with him, Sam?" Doody asked, looking at his employer.
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"Take his gun and knife from him, and I'll
show you," was the reply.
"Goin' to stick some steel between his ribs?"
"No, I am not bad enough for that. But I have
an idea. We'll let the herd of cattle run over him."
"You'll have to -tie him so he can't git away
'
then."
·"Of course we will. You see that stake out there
cl~~e to ~~ei·e t!'ie cattle are grazing, don't you?''
Yes, it s a big stake that's been drove in the
ground for somethin' or other."
"Well, we'll just take him over there and tie
him to it. Then we'll start the cattle toward him.
If he escapes being killed he'll have a few bones
broken, I reckon, before the thing is over with."
The broncho boss was very pale now, for he
could tell by the way the two men talked that they
really meant to put his life in. danger. But the
:fact that they showed no inclination to kill him
outright lent him hope, and he figured that it
would n_ot be a very long time before Young Willi
West might appear upon·the scene. In a businesslike way Maxwell proceeded to bind the prisoner's
hands, after his man had taken. the weapons from
·
him.
"There's • no need of delaying this any," the
crafty cattleman said to Doody. "We'll leave our
horses right where they are and take him over to
the stake. It isn't more than a couple of hundred
yards from here. Then after we tie him we'll
star~ a rumpus among the cattle and get thenr
commg toward him. You can take one side of the
bunch and I the other, and if we can't make .ihem /
run over him I'll miss my guess."
"You had better be careful what you do," advised Spud, trying his best to appear defiant.
"You oughter know that if you're caught doin'
anythin' like this you'll be shot dead. Young Wild
West wouldn't have no mercy on yer if he seen
you was tryin' to kill me."
"Shet u:i;i," snorted Doody. "That tongue of
yours is dom' too much talkin'. Come on now, an'·
we'll git you over to that stake."
At first the broncho boss was obstinate, but
when he found they were bound to get him to the
stake, even i:f they had to drag him over the rough
ground, he yielded and went along peaceably. He
could see the corral and the shanty at the corner
of it quite plainly after they got upon the high
ground, but there was not a sign of any of the
cowboys or the Chinaman he had sent over there.
The stake the villains had referred to was a
strong one, and no doubt was driven deeply in the
ground, the upper part protruding perhaps three
feet.
"You take him along. I'll go back and get the
horses," -said Maxwell.
"All right," Doody answered, and .a t the point
of a r evolver he forced the prisoner to the stake.
Having his hands tied behind his back with the
rope cutting deeply into the wrists, Spud had no
chance whatever, so he had to submit to being tied
to . the stake By the time he got him just right
Maxwell was seen returning riding Doody's horse
and leading the Jame one.
"What did you bring your horse for?" Doody
called out, a s he ran to meet him; "He can't kick
up no pace. I'll take him back an' git this feller's
nag. I roped him so· he couldn't git away."
"That's so, I never thought of that," the cattl"tman retorted. "Go ahead,.Jack."
So Doody took the lame horse and hurried back
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as fast a s he could to the gully. Probably it did
not occur to him just then that if he happened to
be caught on a horse that did not belong to him he
would be treated as a horse thief. He mounted the
broncho boss' steed and rode quickly back, and a s
he neared the stake to which Spud was tied he
saw the cattleman riding off to get behind the big
bunch of cattle that was but a short distance
away. Maxwell saw him coming and beckoned for
him to ride on;at the same time giving him to understand that he should go around tne other way.
Doody was cruel and vindictive, and he could not
resist the temptation to ride up close to the broncho boss and taunt him.
"You're goin' to git what's comin' to yer now,
Smarty," he called out, a s he slackened the speed
of his horse when right close to the post. After
we git the cattle scared a little an' start 'em this
way, they won't pay much attention to you."
"Cut me loose, won't you?" Spud called out,
wildly, for he realized that he was really facing a
terrible danger.
"We'll leave the cattle to do that. Maybe they'll
break the rope when they git here. Then if you're
near enough you might git on one of their backs
an' ride away all right. Ha, ha, ha !"
· Away he rode, showing plainly tha1;, he thoroughly enjoyed the thrilling situation the broncho
boss was placed in. Meanwhile, Maxwell had got
behind the big bunch of cattle. As he started
toward them a bull which was causing a little
trouble among the steers suddenly turned and
charged toward him.
"Ah!" exclaimed. the cattleman, his eyes fla shing w1th satisfaction. "A bull here, eh? Well, I
rather think you might be of- some service to me.
[ am going to show my hand at managing such
fellows as you. Now then, ~et around there."
He had a long-lashed whip in his hand, and a s
he began snapping it toward the angry animal it
quickly showed its effect. Instead of getting out
-of the way at all, Maxwell rode up, and just a s he
was close enough he pulled his horse slightly to
the left and then caught the bull a stinging blow
about the nose. This had the effect of changing
the beast's opinion instantly, and instead of f eeling like tearing the man and horse all apart; he
became cowed instantly, and turned and ran away.
As luck would have it the bull started to run almost directlv toward the helpless man at the post
about a hundred yards away. Maxwell uttered a
shout of triumph, and then he motioned for Doody
·to start the cattle in the same direction, and rode
on after the bull. Each time he got near enough
he slashed the animal furiously, and maddened almost beyond control, the bull kept straight on. It
is generally the case when a bull is maddened that
it will tear apart almost anything alive that happens to be in its way. It happened so in this case.
· As the creature was driven forward it suddenly
sighted the helpless man almost directly in its
path. Then a bellow of rage sounded, and lowering his head the bull charged straight for the
broncho boss. But just then the bellowing of the
cattle sounded, and the animal turned slightly to
the left and then lifted his head to see what was
coming.
"Come- ,:,11 r'' shouted Maxwell, waving his hand
to no-ody, wno was well behind the bunch.
. The steers were now not a little frightene.d,
though they were not running at full speed as yet.
Doody was urging them on by shouting and slash-

ing away with his whip, and if he had looked behind him about that time he would have seen
something that might have caused him to turn
and r ide away. Over a ridge less than a quarter
of a mile di stant Young Wild West was coming,
the son-el stallion at a swinging gallop. Slightly
to the left and behind him Arietta was riding.
But neither Doody nor his boss, the cattleman,
sa w t hem, for they were too busy just t hen. As
the cattle got going faster the bull started defiantly for them. But Maxwell again showed that
he was able to manage such creatures, for by
ri ding forward he intercepted him, and then
slashed away with th€ whip until finally the bull
a gain turned toward the he-Jpless man at the post.
"Now then," shouted Maxwell, "you are going
to take your medicine, my broncho boss. I'll bid
you good-by."
It is doubtful if Spud Williams heard him, for
the thunder of the hoofs and bellowing of the
steers as they came rushing toward him behind
the bulLand the horsemen must have drowned ht_s
words. Maxwell suddenly turned and looked back
to see how close the steers were to him, and when
he did this the bull turned and made for him, just
a s if it realized that its opportunity had come to
retalia te for the torment that had been put upon·
him bv the cruel whip. If the villain had not been
quick-witted enough to pull his horse a side suddenly, he might have been thrown from the saddle.
But he showed wonderful skill, and managed to
get out of the way in the nick of time. Then he
began using his whip furiou sly, and at length
turned the bull toward the broncho boss again.
Meanwhile, Young 'Wild West was rapidly nearing
the spot. With Arietta he had come . upon the
scene while upon a little hill nearly two miles
away. Just what was going on they could not tell
at first, but they easily recognized the cattleman.
"Here is where we catch him, Et," the young
deadshot said. "You ride straight for the corral
over there, and I'll swing around this way."
1
' All right, Wild," the girl answered, "but it
looks to me as if there is a man tied over there."
"It lo?ks the same to me, and if there is, you
can bet 1t must be the broncho boss. All ri2"ht little girl. Now you go as fast as you can. I'll ;oon
find out something about this."
The boy unslung· his rifle, for he knew that it
wa s more than likely he might have to use it and
then he kept on until he satisfied himself that it
was really Spud Williams who was tied to a stake,
and that the crafty cattleman was doing his best
to make an angry ·bull turn upon him while
Doody, his man, was running the cattle ;traight
for the spot.
The young deadshot did not want to shoot either
of the two villains, but he felt-it his duty to save
the broncho boss, of course. He expected to see
the bull get the best of Maxwell, but when this did
not happen he prepared to act. The bull started
straight for the helpless broncho boss, the cattleman urging it on with his whip. But Wild was
now close enough to act. With Spitfire at a full
gallop, the young deadshot raise<:i his rifle.
Clang!
The sharp report rang out, and the maddened
bull tumbled in a heap to the ground, less than
ten feet away from the helpless man who was
tied to the stake.

_

YOUNG WILD WEST AND THE CATTLE BOSS
CHAPTER X.-The Villains Are Locked Up.
Cheyenne Charlie, Ji_m Dart, Anna and Eloise
were just about a mile from the scene when
Young Wild West's rifle cracked anµ the bull was
laid low.
.
. f ·
1
d
They could see the cattle runnmg unous Y, an
also the riders, but did not know what the shot
was fired for.
"Come on, Jim.'' the scout shou~ed, a s l;e
gripped his rifle tightly and w_a~ed Jt, over his
head "I reckon there's somethm gmn on over
ther~. That shot wasn't fired for nothin'."
Jim turned to the 11;irls and told them t!) keep
slightly in the rear, and then rode along with the
scout. A s they rapidly neared the scene they ~nderstood better what was going on. Young v~1ld
West had dismounted and was fearlessly cuttmg
the broncho boss free from the stake. Maxwell ~ad
turned and was riding away. But he was commg
ajmost straight toward Charlie and Jim, though
he did not see them owing to _the fact th~t. the!e
was a hill lying between. Anetta was r1drng m ,
pursuit of Doody, and from th~ _corral Hop and
the five cowboys could be seen ndmg.
"Somethin's up, a ll right," the scou!. called out.
"I reckon-"
He did not finish what he was going to say, for
at that very moment the cattleman appeared at
the top of the hill less than a hundred yards
from him:
"Look out, Charlie," Jim Dart called out. "That
fellow is going to shoot."
As the report rang out Charlie could hear the
sing of the bullet. but it was some:-vhat to the left
of him. Instantly his rifle flew to his shoulder, and
as he was taking a quick aim, Jim called o~t:,,
"Don't shoot Charlie. I'll take care of him.
This caused 'the scout to check himself momentarily and then the first thing he knew Jim's rifle
crack~d and Maxwell threw up one hand and fell
from the saddle. He might have thrown up both
hands had not the bullet from Dart's rifle pierced
the fleshy part of the arm. As it was, the shock
caused him to become unseated, and he tumbled to
the ground as if dead.
•
"Why didn't you let me git him, Jim?" Charlie
said, somewhat testily.
- "Because I knew you would shoot to kill, and I
didn't," was the reply.
"Oh you jest winged him, eh?"
"Ye~ through the right arm."
Ther~ was no more fight in the cattleman, but
he did act a s if he was trying hard to get away.
"Spot where you are!" shouted Jim Dart, covering him with his rifle. "I reckon we have got you
dead to rights now."
There wa; no help for it, so Maxwell stood per. fectly still, holding up hi ~ :woun_ded arm with th~·
left hand. Meanwhile, havmg liberated the broncho boss Young Wild West turned to see where
Doody w'as. When he cau~ht s~ght of 1:im ;riding
toward the gully with Anetta m pursuit, lie lost
no time in mounting Spitfire ..
"Now, old boy," he saig., patting the glossy neck
of the animal, "I reckon you have got to get over
the ground in a hurry. If that fellow finds a hiding place we'll have a lively time of it before we
get him."
The sorrel answered by giving a whinrl.y, and
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then throwing back his ears, fairly flew over the
grass-covered ground. Doody did not attempt to
ride back where he had left the lame horse. He
seemed to think he would stand a better chance by
keeping along parallel with the gully; and, noticing this, Wild gave a nod and muttered:
"The woods are there. I know what he's up to,"
was his inward comment." •
Arietta was scarcely a hundred .yards behind
the villain, and when she looked around and saw
her young lover rapidly gaining upon her, she
shouted something to him ,vhich he could not understand. Wild motioned for her to go on, and
then she held up her rifle and then pointed at the
fugitive. Knowing that she would be able to bring
down the horse if nothing else, Wild nodded in the
affirmative. Then he saw his sweetheart drop the
reins, and sitting erect in the .saddle, raise the
rifle to her shoulder.
Crang!
The report rang out sharp and clear, and when
the boy saw Doody reel in the saddle and then slip
and fall to the ground, he thought his sweetheart
must have mortally wounded him. Fearlessly
Arietta rode to the spot where-the man lay, and
the horse trotted along a little further and came
to a standstill. Young Wild West's sweetheart
had not fired to kill Doody. She had done exactly
as Jim Dart had done two minutes before, and her
bullet had broken the scoundrel's right arm just
above the elbow. It was a far more painful wound
than had been inflicted upon the crafty cattleman,
however, and groaning as he lay upon the ground,
Doody waited for the girl to come up. Like his
friend, the fight had all been taken out of him,
and the look in his eyes as Arietta brought her
·horse to a halt told her plainly that he was about .
to beg for mercy.
"Don't kill me, gal,". he cried, hoarsely. "Don't
shoot ag'in. I'm burnin' from that bullet yet.
Don't, please don't.''
'You villain, you!" the girl exclaim:ed, not taking the trouble to dismount and keeping her rifl~
pointed toward him. "I don't know exactly what
you were up to, but it seems to me that you were
helping to murder the broncho boss. Now then,
you get up. You are not hurt half as bad as you
think you are."
•:oh, oh!" he cried. "Do somethin' for me, gal,
won't yer?"
"Go and get your horse."
"It ain't my horse, it's Spud Williams' nag."
"Ahl a horse thief, eh? Well, here comes Young
Wild West. He will soon-take care of you.''
Wild rode up just then, a smile of triumph on
his handsome face.
"So you got him, eh, Et?"
"Yes, Wild, it was quite easy.''
"I thought you had surely killed him when he
tumbled from his horse."
"Not his horse, Wild. That horse belongs to the
broncho boss."
,
"Is that so?" and the young deadshot turned
and looked at the animal, which wa s standing still
,Jess than a hundred feet away.
"Yes, if you will remember thi s man's horse was
lame when he left the ranch. He decided to steal
a ho1·se, it seems."
"He decided to do a lot worse than that, Et. He
was assisting Maxwell in driving the cattle over
Spud Williams while he was tied to a stake down
there. l\faxwell had a mad bull chargin~ .straight
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toward him when I fired. The bull dropped, of
"Oh, you'll have me arrested, I suppose. But
course. Then Maxwell lit out, but he did not get that won't worry me a whole lot. I thmk I have
very far, for I could see from the top of the hill pull en;>Ugh to get out of the scrape all right."
back there that Charlie and Jim had him." •
"All right, we'll see about that. I reckon that
Doody then began pleading, interrupting them Joe Locke has a little pull over that way, too. If I
by his earnest talk.
understand rightly, he is pretty well thought of by
"I ain't a bad man, Young Wild West. I was the people who know him."
only doin' what Maxwell wanted me to do," he de"Maybe he is,'' and Maxwell dropped his head
clared. 11 If you'll fix up my arm a little an' give and then became silent.
me a chance to git to my horse, I'll go away from
Wild had never been to the settlement they were
here an' never show up ag'in."
speaking of, so he decided to go there without de"You'll go right back to the Three J Ranch with lay and see to it that the prisoners were placed in
us," was the reply. "Now keep your mouth shut the hands of the proper authorities.
and don't say anything further. Some one will get
"Spud," he said, nodding to the broncho boss, "I
your horse for you, you can be sure of that."
reckon you can spare one of your men to go and
The boy then dismounted and, taking the revol- let Joe Locke know what has happened and tell
ver that was hanging from the villain's belt, him to ride on over to the settlement. We'll start
placed it in his own and then went and easily right from here, for there is no need of going
caught the broncho boss' steed.
away back out of our way. We want to see what
"Et,'' he called out, "just start that fellow sort of a place it is, anyhow.''
toward the shack over there at the corral. I think
"All right, Young Wild West. I'll do jest as you
the cattle have about stopped running now, and say.''
since the bull is dead, there will be no further
Then Spud was not long in selecting one of the
trouble from them.''
five cowboys, and two minutes later the fellow was
"All right, Wild," the girl answered, and then galloping swiftly toward the ranch. The remainahe simply made the man a prisoner, and he ing four were instructed to get the cattle in shape
started to walk along over the grass.
and push them on as fast as they could.
It was fully half a mile to the shack, but
"Now then, Et," the young deadshot said, nodArietta let her horse walk on behind him, and ding to his sweetheart, "we are going to take a litwhen she got there she found Anna and Eloise tle ride over to the settlement. I suppose by the
waiting for her, while Charlie and Jim were just time we get back Joe Locke's daughter will be
coming in with Maxwell. A few minutes later home, and then you can all have a good time.''
Wild and Spud came rid'ing in. The young deadThe girl nodded, for she was satisfied with anyshot had taken the horse to its owner, and this thing he said. Ten minutes later they set out.
had necessitated a little extra time. Hop and the Doody was tied upon the back of a horse one of
cowboys who had been enjoying themselves play- the cowboys supplied, while the lame one was left
ing poker while the two villains were carrying to trail on behind, so they made pretty good headout their foul plot were amazed when they learned way, and quite a little before noon they reached
what was going on.
the settlement, which was quite a place of its kind.
The appearance of our friends with two prisonThe Chinaman was willing to take the whole
blame upon himself, so he did not let on that he ers caused considerable excitement in the place,
had delivered the broncho boss' message at all. and it did not take long to arouse the entire popuThis no 'doubt made those concerned feel easier, lation. Then Spud Williams, who was well known
for Spud was the boss of the range, and had the there, spread it about how Maxwell and his man
power to discharge them. Bandages were found had tried to put him to death. The result was that
as well as liniment and ointment, and in about fif- a deputy sheriff was soon found, and the two pristeen minutes the wounded villains had been taken oners were duly turned over to him. Wild was incare of as well as was possible under the circum- troduced, and he made a little speech before the
crowd, winding up by declaring if the two men
stances.
"Maxwell,'' our hero said, as he folded his arms were not punished in accordance with the law, he
and looked straight into the face of the cattleman, would hold the officials to account for it. In spite
"when I first hea:r:d your name mentioned you of Maxwell's boast that he had a big pull, it
were spoken of as being a very crafty fellow. You seemed that there was no one there who really
look it, I'm sure. Here you have peen carrying on felt like sticking· up for him. When the two were
safely lodged in the lock-up our friends had dinner
a business in these parts for some little time. It
might be called an honest business, for business is at the tavern, and after a short rest there, pro\msiness, so the saying goes. But when you ceeded leisurely back to the ranch. When they got
started in to do something a little worse than there, as Wild had predicted, the ranchman's
what you had been doing you didn't last very long, daughter had arrived. She was a very nice girl,
and was certainly delighted to meet the girls bedid you?"
·
"You can say what you like to me, Young Wild longing to Young Wild West's party. Our friends
West, but I have never been beaten at anything remained at the Three J Ranch for a couple of
very long. If I felt that I should have revenge days, and then without waiting to find out what
upon Spud Williams for the way he acted in the became of the crafty cattleman and his man, they
set out southward, with the intention of reaching
horse deal, I shouldn't be blamed for it."
"How about having revenge upon ·me? Didn't Buckhorn Ranch on the Rio Grande, where they
meant to rest for a week or two before proceeding
)'OU feel that way, too?"
"I may have felt that way. But· I didn't do any- in search of further adventures.
thing to you, did I?"
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
"No, but that is because you neyer had t.he
chance. I suppose you know what will happen to WEST AT SIX-SPOT FLAT; OR, THE JOKE
JOU when we get you to the settlement."
THAT MADE A FORTUNE."
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THE BLACK HAND
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CHAPTER II.-(Continued)
Later in the week Jack tried it by mail, but
the next, day his unopened letter, enclosed in a
plain envelope, reached him by the banker's
office.
Now, on this particular evening, Jack, after
another visit to the theater, found himself reduced to a condition of despair.
Such was the train of Jack Weldon's thoughts
that night as he sat upon the bench in Washington Square, close to the University Place end,
when a cab suddenly turned out of Fourth street
and drew up alongside the Square.
Jack had no idea how long he had been sitting the1-e, but just at that moment, chancing
to look at his watch, he saw that it was after
two o'clock.
He sprang up and made· a start for his room.
Just as he reached the . sidewalk on University
Place, the cab stopped under the electric light1
and as the door was thrown open, who shoula
step out but Mamie Klein.
•
Startled at the sight of the girl, Jack restrained his desire to spring forward and address
her.
As for Mamie, she did not see him, for she
turned and assisted a young man f:com, the cab.
He was a person of apparently some twentythree or four years of age, who wore a long
cravenette overcoat with the collar turned up.
His face was deathly pale, and he leaned very
heavily upon Mamie Klein for support.
The moment t):ie cab was free, the driver whipped up his horse, wheeled into Waverly Place
and disappeared.
.
Jack drew back into the shadows. That this
was no time for love-making was clear.
Mamie's face was almost' as white as that of
her com,P.anion, who was leaning heavily upon
her shoulder.
Evidently the man had met with an accident.
He walked only with th~ greatest difficulty
and with a hobbling gait.
As they passed Jack, he suddenly gave a deep
groan and collapsed, sinking down upon the sidewalk all in a heap.
Mamie gave a scream and tried to raise him.
"Oh, what shall I do?" she exclaimed. "I
must get him home! Oh, sir, will you please
-Jack!"
She had recognized him now, and the recognition seemed to come with a shock.
Mamie Klein threw up her hands, and for the
instant acted as though she meant to run away.
Then recovering herself, she appealed to Jack.
"See here, Jack Weldon!" she exclaimed, fiercely, "I am in trouble. Can't you help me? You
would if you cared as much about me as you
profess to do."
"All right. "I'll help you," Jack replied. "What
can I do?"
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"This gentleman has met with an accident. He
lives on Wavery Place, near Sixth avenue. Help
me to get him to his room."
"Shall I call a cab?" demanded Jack, his love-sickness rapidly oozing away, f9r he did not like
the situation much as may well be imagined.
"No, no! On no account!" replied the girl.
"He has only fainted. Here, help me lift him
up. ·we will get him on one of the benches. In
a moment he will be able to walk."
Speaking of walking naturally attracted Jack's
attention to the young man's feet.
Now he made a discovery.
The right shoe had a great piece of the toe
missing.
Blood was oozing from the break.
It looked as though the toe of Mamie's companion had gone with the toe of his shoe.
Mamie bent ove1· and caught him by the arm.
As she did so a flat package, wrapped in newspaper, fell from under the cloak she wore to the
pavell'l€nt, and Jack picked it up.
"You dropp·ed this," he said, coldly.
The girl gave a start and held out her hand
for the package.
Then changing her mind, she drew back, saying, hurriedly:
•
"Stick it in your pocket, Jack, and give i<t to
me when we get to the house. I have no pocket
to put it in-see?"
"All 'right,' said Jack. "I'll take care of it."
"Do so; help me up with him, now."
Then they raised the young man between the:rll
and dragged him toward the bench.

CHAPTER III.
The Toe In The Trap.
The remainder of Jack Weldon's adventure we
leave to be told at another time and in another
way.
For the present we must pass along to other
matters, and the pi-ogress of our story takes us
to the office of Samuel Skinner, banker, one of
the old timers of Wall Street.
Mr. Skinner's office, as has been mentioned,
was in one of the old buildings on Wall Street,
opposite the Custom House.
Here, for nearly half a century, Mr. Skinner
had done a conservative business which of late
years had been limited principally to dealings
with certain old f'.states.
The man was a thorough old-timer.
Trusted by all who knew him, he had been
in the course of his busines'S-career named executor for many wills, and in his gray old head
were supposed to be lodged many family secrets.
Such was the character of Jack ·weldon's employer, and we may further mention that the
banking end of Mr. Skinner's business had all
but dwindled away.
With the exception of Mr. Monroe, the aged
bookkeeper, for thirty years in Mr. Skinner's
employ, Jack was his only clerk.
Even Mamie Klein's successor had yet to be
named.
Mr. Skinner had hired the girl i',tenographer
in a spasm of progressivenes·s, but the rattle of
Mamie's typewriter bothered C. .: old man, and,
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having discharged her, he continued to write' his
It was the same with the leather. Not only
letters with a pen.
was a part of the toe-cap held by the trap, but
On the morning following Jack Weldon's ad- part of the sole, too.
Nor· was Mr.· Monroe long in discovering the
venture in Washington Square, Monroe, Skinner's old bookkeeper, turned up at the banking instrument employed.
There, in one corner, lay a blood-stained
office precisely at nine o'clock, as he always did,
never varying more than five minutes either way. hatchet-his own hatchet--one of the office tools,
To his surprise he found his employer, who always kept in a certain closet.
Mr. Monroe pjcked it up and, waving the weaprarely got downtown before ten, standing before
the door fumbling at the lock, which he very on wildly in the air, tushed into the back room,
where the banker was just opening his desk.
seldom found occasion to use.
"Thieves! Murder!" he shouted, being a highly
Now, Mr. Skinner's offices were in front, in excitable
man.
what had once been the parlor of the old dwelling
Mr. Skinner gave a yell and raised his hand
house, now transformed into an office building. to defend
his head.
The door should have opened readily enough,
"Back, man! Back!" he shouted. "Have you
as it was secured merely by an ordinary lock, gone
crazy? Don't strike! Don't strike!"
but it didn't, and after having bid Mr. Monroe
The bookkeeper lowered his hatchet.
good-morning, the banker continued to fumble
"For heaven's sake, you don't think I'd strike
away.
you, Mr. Skinner?" he cried.
"Confound this lock! I can't make it turn!"
'What else am I to think when you come in
he exclaimed.
waving a bloody hatchet?" shouted the banker.
"Let me try," said the . bookkeeper. "I'm more "You must
be mad, or perhaps you have had too
familiar with the lock than you are, sir."
much
over-night. Put it down! Put it
Suddenly a bright idea seized him, and in- down, drink
I say!"
stead of trying to turn the key Mr. Monroe tried
The bookkeeper threw the hatchet into the
the knob.
corner.
'
To both his own surprise and the banker's, the
"The vault has been broken open-that's all!"
door instantly flew open and both exclaimed sim- he exclaimed. "Somebody's toe has been cut off
ultaneously:
in a mysterious trap. Perhaps you can explain."
"What!" gasped Mr. Skinner, rushing out into --.
"Why, it wasn't locked at all!"
•
"Come, come!" g'l'.owled the banker; "our new the banking-i·oom.
·
"What! What!" he cried again. "The old
janitor is getting careless. I shall have to comtrap! I hit'ven't thought of it in years! What
plain to the landlord of this."
He pushed on into the back office, while Mr. can this mean?"
"It's up to you to answer," retorted the bookMonroe · stopped to pull up the shades.
As the bookkeeper turned from the window an keeper. "Don't look at my feet, sir! I've been
exclamation of amazement escaped him, and he working for you these thirty years. You know
hurried over to an old-fashioned vault, built into I am no thief!"
"That trap was put in the floor years ago!"
the wall and guarded by an hon door.
cried the• banker. "It was so set that in case the
This door was seldom opened, and never by lock of the vault door was
forced, it would spring
any one but Mr. Skinner himself.
up and catch the thief by the foot. I had forNow it stood ajar, something the shortsighted gotten its existence. Yes,
there's the piece of
old banker had not observed as he passed it.
board which flew off when it rose. As long as
More than this, Mr. Monroe could see that the the door was opened in the regular way, · it was
lock had been forced, for around it the door was perfectly harmless. What can•this mean?"
bulged all out of shape.
"You had better open the door and see what
"There has been a robbery," he said to himself. you have lost," said the bookkeeper, sulkily.
'I knew it would come some day. Heavens! What
Mr. Skinner threw the door back.
is this?" '
·
Steering gingerly around the bloQ<l-stained '
The floor at the base of the iron door was cov- trap, he passed into the vault.
~
ered with blood.
Here everything was in confusion.
Boxes marked with the names of many a rich
Here two iron jaws stood up from the floor,
looking :(or all the wo:Kld like the jaws of an old- New York estate had been pulled from their
places on the shelves, books and papers lay scatfashioned steel trap.
As Mr. Monroe looked more closely at them, tered about.
he saw that these jaws were closed, and caught
One box had been broken open, and this Mr.
between them was a piece of leather all stained Skinner pounced upon.
with blood, the reason for which was very evi"It's the Barlow estate!" he cried. "Heavens I
dent.
If there is anything missing here I am in deep
The leather paTtly concealed the great toe of trouble. Yes, yes! Monroe! Oh, look here, Mr.
a human foot!
·
Monroe! Important papers are gone. Without
Mr. Monroe, in all his thirty years' experience them I cannot close with, your Barlow. I - I - at BankeT Skinner's, had never heard of this Oh, heavens! What shall I do?"
The banker reeled against the wall of the vault.
singular trap.
Without understanding the nature of his anxieYet there it was, and it · had done its work
ty, Mr. Monuroe caught him, led him out of the · "
well, too.
Thlnding down, the bookkeeper now perceived vault and brought a glass of water.
Banker Skllll!er waved it away, however.
that the toe had been severed from the foot to
"No, no!" he cried. "I am better ~ow. Monwhich it belonged by some sharp instrument,
roe, this is a very serious business. I - I which had made a clean cut through the bone .
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Send for old Doubleday, the detective. We must
"How dare you, Mr. Skinner? Have I not
brought you back-- But this is an outrage! Do
have help here!"
Some time before Mr. Skinner had found oc- you dare to charge this matter to me?"
casion to emplov the services of Police Detective
"Go slow, both of you," put in the ·detective.
Doubleday, alias Old Double-eyes, in a certain "Mr. Skinner, this puts a new face on the affair.
matter which had been handled in a masterly Do you still wish me to take charge of this case?"
manner and with complete success .
"I-I-- Yes.
Certainly!" stammered the
Mr. Monroe, knowing that the old Wall Street banker; "but stay; let me look over thes~ papers
sleuth usually held forth at the Old Slip station, first."
Jost no time in calling> him up on the phone.
"Old Double-eye adjusted his glasses so as to
As· it happened, the detective was then in the still more thoroughly conceal his eyes as he stood
looking at the banker.
station, and he promptly responded.
The two old gentlemen had pretty well calmed
Jack folded his arms and stood motif>nless.
down by the time the detective reached the bankThe sight of the toe in the trap was a revelation to him. As he had not anticipated this turn
er's office.
Mr. Skinner stood behind a high desk going of affairs, it took him all by surprise.
Trouble had taught Jack Weldon to control his
over certain papers.
"Doubleday, I've been robbed!" he exclaimed. feelings, and it is due to the young man to say
that he was perfectly able to control them now.
"Look there l"
The detective was certainly a peculiar person,
"Examine your papers," said Old Double-eyes.
"I will wait; but don't keep me waiting too long."
to look at himself.
He was short, stout and wore a fringe of gray
The banker retreated to his private office and
hair down over his neck behind, being clean shavshut himself in.
Jack now expected · that the detictive would
en in front.
His eyes were concealed behind a pair of being putting questions to him, but Old Doublegreen-tinted spectacles-hence his nickname, no eyes never said a word.
Mr. Skinner was gone some fifteen minutes,
doubt.
,
Add to this a well-worn suit of clothes of an- during which time Old Double-eyes occupied himtique cut, and you have the famous Wall Street self in examining the toe in the trap.
detective, Old Double-eyes, as Mr. Skinner and
Mr. Monroe remained behind his desk, fumbling with his books.
his bookkeer,er saw him then.
"Humph! ' he muttered. "Trap, eh? Busted
Profound silence reigned in the banker's ofdoor; eh? Let's see; let's see. What's this? Toe • :lice.
in trap. Bit of a shoe. Good clue, Mr. SkinThe situation was most strained.
ner. Good clue! What have you lost, eh? Come,
At length the inner door opened and Mr. Skinner came out.
spit it out."
"Imr,ortant papers have been taken from the
"Mr. Doubleday, I have decided to let you take
vault, ' replied the banker. "I can't discover that up this case for me," he said, "providing you can
anything else is missing. We kept no money do it on your own responsibility; bu t I do not
wish to have the matter brought to the attention
there."
"Yes, yes! Well, whose work is it? Any of the police. Can that be arranged?.'
"It can-for cash."
idea?"
"If I had any idea I should not have sent for
Old Double-eyes answer was as abrupt as it
you to find out," snapped Mr. Skinner. "That's was to the point.
"Which means a · retaining fee," answered the
the detective's work."
"Yes, yes. Well, don't worry. You'll get them banker.
back again."
"Yes."
"You speak very positively."
"Kindly name the amount."
"And with good reason. Stolen papers almost
'Two-fifty."
always come back in one way or another; money
"Two dollars and a half?"
never. Hal Who have we here?"
Old Double-eyes jammed his hat down upon
The door opened and young Jack Welton came his head and started for the door.
rushing in.
·
"Hold on! Hold on!" exclaimed the banker.
"Oh, Mr. Skinner!" he exclaimed. "I've got "You mean two hundred and fifty dollars, of
something very strange to tell you. Here are course. Mr. Monroe, kindly pay Mr. Doubleday
some papers which seem to relate to the Barlow the amount. And now, how will you arrange it
estate. They came into my hands in the strang- with the police?"
est way. I - - Heavens! What is this?"
"Nothing to arrange," replied Old Double-eyes.
Jack had caught sight of the toe in the trap. "I am not on the force-haven't beeIJ, for yea s.
He reeled back against the desk.
I work for the inspector a good deal bf the ti:r: ~.
Mr. Skinner snatched a package done up in
and for myself all the time. Give me two hunnewspaper from his hand as he did so.
dred and fifty, and I will begin work fo r ycu."
"You, Jack!" the banker cried. "I would not
"Is it a bargain, then?"
believe it! You the thief!"
"As far as I am concerned."
"And the same on my side, with one provi . :o. ·
"Name it."
'That ytu at once drop the case if I notify you
CHAPTER IV.
to that effect."
dld Double-eyes Takes Hold.
"Ha! That's a peculiar proposition."
'I admit that."
"I a thief!" cried Jack Weldon, straightening
up to his full height, as the banker made the ac(To be continued)
cusation.
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ITEMS OF INTEREST

out rocks, so to assure them records show Columbus-liove the lead and found no bottom.
The name was originally "Sargaco," now
changed to Sargasso, and was derived from a
word meaning "Sea of Little Grapes."
Sir John Murray, the famous English oceaµ explorer, says, as quoted by the same magazine:
"The famous Gulf weed characteristic of the Sargasso Sea in the North Atlantic . . • . is
easily recognized by its small berry-like bladders .
.
. It is supposed that the older patches
~-radually lose their power of floating and perish
by sinking in deep wat~r. . . . • The floating masses of Gulf weed are believed to be continually replenished by additional supplies torn
from the coasts by waves and carried until they
accumulate in the great Atlantic whirl which surrc;unds the Sargasso Sea.
"They become covered with white patches of
polyzoa and serpuale, and quite a large number
of other animals (small fishes, crabs, prawns,
mollusks and so on) live on these masses of weed
in the Sargasso Sea, all exhibiting remarkable
adaptive coloring, although none of them belong
to the open ocean."
'

FROZEN FORESTS IN ALASKAN PLACER
WORKINGS
Full grown fir and cedar trees buried 200 feet
below the surface of the earth have been found
in placer workings at Inmachuk, in the Kotzebue
Sound district, near Deering, Alaska. So many
Teacher-The butterfly comes from a catertree trunks are encountered· that it may be neces.pillar. Johnny-And you can get fish , from a '
sary to abandon the diggings.
The trees are preserved in frozen ground and worm, too.
are perfect specimens of forests buried by glacial
"It diq Ja~k no good to morry his stenographer,
ri:vers long ago.
.
for she contmued the habit of the office in their
home." "How so?" "When ·he starts to dictate
ELEPHANT ON RAMPAGE
Leaving desolation in its wake, an escaped cir- she takes him down."
cus elephant threw the countryside near Sabinal,
Willie-Paw, what is the difference between a
fifty miles from San Antonio, Tex., into terror.
The animal was last seen headed toward Pear- political job and any other job? Paw-You have
to work hard to get a political job, my son, and
sall, a posse on its trail.
Fences and barns were flung aside in the ele- you have to work hard to hold the other kind.
phant's wild charge. Thousands of terrified cat"W~at's become (?f the strong man?" asked the
tle broke through gaps in the fences and motorists abandoned their machines at sight of the propnetor of the circus. "He resigned," replied
beast. The elephant had burst open the door of the manager. "Got a better position." "What
doing?" "Working a~ a parcel post mail · map.."
its freigli~ ci;r stable near Sabinal.

LAUGHS

13 MONTH YEAR PLAN ENDORSED
Suggestions for reforming the calendar, requested recently by the Merchants' association,
poured in in such manner it was discovered when
a meeting was held to consider the plans, that a
committee was appointed to straighten out the
overlapping schemes. The most popular plan,
offered by several persons, was for· a year of
thirteen months, each having the same number
of working days, all of them beginning on Monday and each day of the month falling on the
same day of the week.
,
.

"Yes, my friend, I was about to marry the
countess when I suddenly learned that she spent
more than $12,000 a year on her dressmaker ''"Then what did you do?" "Married the dres~maker."
"I ~ouldn't get out of marrying her," Henpeck
explamed. "When she proposed she said, 'Will you
marry me? Have you any objection?' You see,
no matter whether I said 'Yes' or 'No,' she had
me." "Why didn't you just keep silent, then?"
inquired his friend. "That's what I did. and she
said, 'Silence gives consent,' and that ended it."

"SEA .OF DARKNESS" NAME OF FAMOUS
OLD SARGASSO
"I have lots of money out, if I could only: collect
Fronr antiquity down through the Middle Ages, it," growled Mr. Binks. "Here's one man who
the ocean region westward of the Azores was • has owed me $200 for three years. I can't get any
called the, "Sea of Darkness." It must indeed have cash out of him, and he wants me to .take it out
been a fearsome task for Columbus to guide his in trade.'' "Well, . why don't you?" demanded -~
little ·f leet through the waters so unlike the clear Mrs. Binks. "I could get some benefit out of it.
·Mediterranean. His sailors were naturally terri- What business is he in?" "He's an undertaker,"
fied, for they could not conceive of seaweed· with- 1·eolied Mr. Binks .
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among them, is the vale that has inspired so
many writers of poetry, prose and music, and
which, in former years, gave to the world one
of the most beautiful and delicate of all fabrics
made by human hands-the Kashmir ( of cashmere) shawl.
"The Vale of Kashmir, a wide, lever plain
84 miles long and 20 to 25 miles, wide, has been
compared to a transplanted, peaceful Thames
Valley, with a girdle of- high, snowcapped mountains. Its charming combinations of lake and
mountain scenery, wooden chalets and winding
roads, are much like those of Switzerland, except
that there is always a white horizon, a complete
circle of snowy peaks. On a clear day, the mountains glisten in the sunshine like 'the battlements
and towers of some fairy city of purest marble.'
"These mountains, the loftiest in the world,
have helped to make Kashmir the primitive
beauty spot it is today. They are Kashmir's
well.
strongest battlements against the encroachments
of the white man's civilization-which ha.s so
READS A NEW SP APER IN LIGHT OF
greatly altered the more accessible parts of InPHOSPHORESCENT SEA
The naVY aircraft tender Patoka has reported dia. No railroad enters the capital of Kashmir,
encountering phosphorescent seas so bright that a because the loose rocks in the mountain passes
newspaper could be read on the 9pen deck at carry away everything along the mountain sides
-and not infrequently take a toil of human life.
night.
The illumined seas were encountered on a recent
"With a latitude about that of Damascus, or
trip from Port Arthur, Tex., to Key West. The of the Carolinas in the United States, and a
Patoka is taking part in manoeuvres of the scout- protecting wall of mountains, the Vale of Kashing fleet and is due here in a few days,
mir has none of those extremes_ of heat and cold
"This vessel," the report stated, "crossed a phos- which make the districts to the north and to the
phorescent band about six miles wide which ex- south so uncomfortable at times. Flowers and
tended as far as could be seen in a north and south trees of many-varieties grow in profusion. Somedirection.
times a sudden change in temperature near-by
"One-half-hour previously and for about a half- will result in a snow storm on the surrounding
hour afterward the band was visible as an in- · mountain peaks, a vivid and interesting speccandescent line on the horizon. The change from tacla from the valley. In the winter the merthe sea of ordinary appearance to the phos- cury drops a little below freezing. During the
phorescent band was distinct and marked.
summer the thermometer sometimes shows a
"Strong shadows wers cast upward under the temperature of 106 degrnes.
ship's awnings. On the stern large print could
'The weaving of shawls used to be the main
be read from the light of the wake. The wake
showed marked red and green colors besides the industry, but those who made them were pracphosphorescent hue present. The border along tically slaves, who were never allowed to leave
Kashmir. It has been said that every shawl cost
the ship's side was about six feet thick.
"Every white cap was a light, and the night the eyesight of one or more persons. The shawl
being dark and clear this made a weird effect as industry was brought to an end by the Francoif the sea was reflecting the stars and milky Prussian War in 1870. France had been the
largest buyer of Kashmir shawls, but the inway."
demnity imposed upon her by Germany left little money for foreign trade. About the same
A MOUNTAIN GARDEN
time famine wrought havoc among the weavers.
"Kashmir's wealth cannot be measured in The industry never recovered in Kashmir, alterms of money," 88,¥S a bulletin from the head- though good imitations are made elsewhere.
quarters of the National Geographic Society.
"A treaty between the State of Kashmir and
"Anyone making a list of the ten most richly en- the British Government, by which six shawls of
dowed of nature's beauty spots would have to in- fine quality must be paid yearly, is said to be
clude, in a representative list, this vale set the only thing that prevents the knowledge of
amidst the towering Himalayas. One traveler the art from dying out among the natives. One
asserts 'it is impossible to know what color and of the most beautiful designs is the 'cone' patdepth, and proportion are until one has visited tern-another favorite/is the 'ring' shawl, which,
this Happy Valley in the Himalayas."
though not transparent, is so soft that it can be
"The State of Kashmir in India spreads over easily drawn through a finger ring. American
an area equal to that of Minnesota, but it is whalers and sailing vessels plowing the Pacific
usually the so-called . 'Happy Valley' that is 60 years ago invariably made their way into the
associated with the name of Kashmir. Not on ports of India to obtain one of these prized light
the slopes of the Himalayas, but set down deep wraps as a gift for the women waiting at home.
SWORDFISH FOUND HERE
Swordfish, as found in American waters are
of three varieties: the broadbill of the Pacific;
the marlin, commonly a resident of the California suburbs, but occasionally a visitor in the
South Atlantic1 and the sailfish, the smallest but
undoubtedly tne gamiest and most attractive
member of the entire swordfish family, which
exhibits a preference for the waters of the
Florida Peninsula.
The sailfish shares with the tarpon first place
in the affections of the salt water angler who is
out after big game. Unfortunately, its habits
are such that very few of the fraternity are ever
so fortunate as to make its acquaintance. .
• ~ophisticated friends with whom he has discussed the matter have invariably declared that
one must take into consideration not only the
time, the place and the ,,fish, but Lady Luck as
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GOOD READING
$1.60 FOR SHOE SHINE
The newcome r in Mexico City usually is stung
once before he discovers that 20 cents, not $1.50,
is the proper price for having his shoes shined.
A band of more or less gentle grafters operates in the Alameda, a beautiful par k in the
eentre of the city, where every visitor is known
to stroll. He is -almost certain to sit on one o'l'
the many benches and just as surely as he does
he will be surrounde d by a flock of bootblack s
clamoring for his custom. The shine completed ,
the boy is given 10 or 20 Ce!\ts, but he demands
$1.50. The visitor registers astonishm ent. The
boy insists.
REWARD OF $200
New York is not such a bad place after all,
according to Mr. and Mrs. Victor A. Lersper,
No. 1088 Park Avenue, and Miss Eva Frank, No.
2486 Tiebout Avenue, the Bronx. Mr. Lersner,
a Vice President of the Bowery Savings Bank,
disclosed the reason.
The day before Thanksgi ving Mrs. Lersner lost
a $17,000 diamond brooch on a shopping tour.
·The insurance company was notified and advertisements put in the newspape rs. Miss Frank
an employee in the women's dress departme nt of
B. Altman & Co., found the pin and returned it.
Thursday Miss Frank opened a savings account in Mr. Lersner's bank, depositin g $200.
The insurance company sent her a check for
fl50, to which Mr. Lersner added $50.
BEAVER COLONY FOUND IN NEW
JERSEY TOWN
Within ten miles of the 125th Street Ferry, at
Oradell, Bergen County, N. J., has been discovered a thriving beaver colony. The beavers have
built a dam in three sections at least 100 feet
long, damming up a brook that flows through a
swampy section and flooding an area of 50 acres.
This is the first beaver colony, it is said, to be
reported in New Jersey in years, and it is believed the animals have migrated from the
Adironda ck Mountain s.
Thirty years ago the beaver was all but ex_tinct, and stringent protective measures were instituted in hope of recolonizi ng old beaver ponds
in the Adirondac ks. A few years ago a colony
was reported in Bear Mountain Park. . The n~w
colony was discovered by Charles Livingsto n
Bull, animal artist; J. Irving Crump, a writer of
Western stories, and Edward Ordway, a former
Boy Scout.
Game Warden Small of Hackensa ck says the
colony will be closely guarded and any attempt
to trap- the animal or interfere with their work
will be severely punished.
EX-KAIS ER'S EMPTY
The Hohenzol lern wine
historic royal palace in the
been rented as a warehous e

WINE CELLAR S
cellars beneath . the
heart of Berlin have
by the Prussian gov-

ernment to the wine firm of Lutter and Wegner,
in whose "weinstub e" E. T. Hoffmann , the German Poe, wrote his famous "Tales."
Stripped of its thousand s of bottles of rare old
wines, champagn es and cognacs by raiding revolutionist s in Novembe r, 1918, the cellars contain
few relics of the generatio ns of royal families
:which drew their liquor supplies from the winding undergro und passages.
There remains, however, a carved wine barrel,
hooped with brass, which wine growers- of the
Rhineland presented to Augusta Victoria, first
wife of William II. Before the wine dealers took
the cellars over, there were also a few of the
imperial wineglasses scattered about.
The stone vault in which the former Kaiser
secreted his valuable china and silverwar e when
he fled from Berlin is '110W cluttered with barrels. The imperial exile's china and silver es. caped detection and later was · sent to him at
Doorn.
CRIER'S 7-MILE VOICE IS PRIDE OF
VILLAGE
It is a far cry from this little Old World village to Point Buoy, on the Bristol Channel, but
it means something to James Cox, the town crier.
For many years his voice has .been heard resounding- alonst the Marine Parade to Point Buoy, seven
miles away. For this reason, when Mr. Cox competed in the national contest for town criers, . the
great metropoli tan dailies described him as the
inan with "the seven-mil e voice." Burnham -onSea, where the portly and dignified Mr. Cox, with
his flowing coat and quaint appurtena nces of office, has become an institutio n, thrilled with pride.
At last the worth of its hero had been recognize d.
But from America came the report that Mr.
Cox's accomplis hment ·was doubted. This surprised and disturbed many of the citizens, but Mr.
Cox ma-intained dignified silence.
F. S. Patey, proprieto r of the Gazette, was
named spokesma n in behalf of Mr. Cox and the
village, and said:
"There is no disputing- the fact locally that
James Cox can be heard for a distance of seven
miles. This has been proven on more than one
occasion. When Mr. Cox is cryinst on the Marine
Parade his voice can be distinctly heard at the
Point Buoy, which is seven miles down the Bristol
Channel from Burnham- on-Sea. Captains of vessels more than once have heard Mr. Cox making
his announce ment of lost, stolen or strays and
have testified to this fact." •
I
•
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BRIEF BUT POINTED
PRISONS IN ROME
For many generations Romans have disposed
of their cats by dropping them-some twenty
f eet below the level of the street-into one of
t he dry moats of the Pantheon or the pit containing the remains of the Trajan Forum. There
t he felines, unable to scale the walls, have lived
a nd multiplied, depending for their food upon
t he generosity of passers-by and resorting during
lean days to the cannibalism of their tiger cousins.
Not much longer, however, will the visitor see
hundreds of these gaunt animals wandering
a bout their prisons. Serious efforts are being
made to get the Government to remove the cats
and to put them quickly out of their misery. It
is also planned to ask the authorities to impose
penalties upon persons who 1·epopulate the cat
prisons.
BOLIVIAN MARKET AN INTERESTING
SIGHT
An Indian market in any Bolivian city is one
of the most interesting sights imaginable, says
Jay L. Clow in the Wo1·ld Trav eler. In La Paz
there is probably the largest India11 market in
the world. Sunday is market day and in the
market are to be found produce and articles of
native manufacture of all varieties. Women
bring fruits, pottery, eggs and a few vegetables,
wrapped in their leklias (small blankets), swung
over their shoulders. Arrival at the ma1·ket
place, the blanket is spread_upon the pavement
and upon it the tempting wares -are displayed.
Among the most interesting products are the
fruits. The Andes slope so rapidly that the market offers not only the fruits of the temperate
zone, such as apples and peaches, but also the
tropical fruits, such as grenadillas and cheremoyas, as well as the more familiar avocados and
mangoes. Apples and peaches are not up to the
standard of North Ame1·ica, but they are welcomed by the traveler who longs for something
that will remind him of home. This is the primitive home of the potato, but the North American
finds it difficult to rel\lize that the great food
-staple of modern use has sprung from the small
vegetable here displayed. The native potatoes
are about as large as walnuts, and there are
varieties which are red, blue or black throughout their diameters instead of being white like
our cultivated potatoes.

------

SESQUI STADIUM SCENE OF CHAMPIONSHIP GAMES ON FOOTBALL FIELD
Philadelphia will be the scene of the most important football games in the United States next
season according to the plans of the Sports Committee of the Sesquicentennial International Exposition.
Owing to the fact that teams attaining suJll'emacy in different sections of the country meet
II only the teams of colleges situated within the
i::ame territories, the title of champion is often
disputed.
With the idea of clarifying this situation and
naming a national championship eleven through
competitive tests, Dr. George W. Orton, Director

of Sports of the Exposition, and William M.
Hollenback, chairman of the Football Committee
are arranging for the leading teams of the East,
Middle West, South and Pacific Coast to play
.
two games each in the Sesqui Stadium.
A championship gold cup will be awarded by
Bernard W. Gimbel, of the Gimbel Brothers
stores in Philadelphia and New York. Mr. Gimbel is a graduate of the University of Pennsylvania where he won fame as a football player
and also as a member of the wrestling team.
Doctor Orton and Mr. Hollenback are confident
of having the annual battle between the Army
and Navy teams fought in _the Sesqui Stadium,
because the West Point and Annapolis authorities are impressed by the fact that the huge steel
and concerete bowl in the Exposition grounds will
accommodate 200,000 spectators, more than double the number that could witness the game any-•
where else in the country.
There is ample room for temporary additional
stands. Besides the large area of ground within
the Stadium enclosure will give unrestricted
space for the parade drills of cadets and midshipmen which always prove a very popular feature
of these contests.
M'ARTHURS LIVE ON BARREN ISLE
Desolate and windswept San Nicholas, ·one of
a chain of islands lying off the coast of southern
California, has become a spot• shunned by most
yachtsmen.
Old time mariners who gather on the docks of
this harbor city to swap yarns, seldom fail to
speak of barren San Nicolas. It is inhabited
only by a man named MacArthur and his wife,
who care for 2,000 sheep owned by a cattle company which leases the island from the Government.
Howling offshore winds and great seas, against
which little progress can be made by small craft,
often are encountered by those who try to 1·each
the island.
Should the mariner overcome these elements,
another obstacle has to be overcome before a
landing can be made. Virtually impassable kelp
beds almost surround the island and extend from
a quarter of a mile to three miles offshore. They
may be negotiated only by extremely small craft.
Twice a year a boat visits San Nicholas to load
sheep1 and the members of her crew sometimes
are tne only people seen by the MacArthurs for
months at a time. They have been on the island
nearly three years. Until ninety-fiv:e years ago,
Indians inhabited the island.
. Priests of the Santa Barbara mission tell of a
woman who was abandoned on the island in 1830
for twenty years.- When the Mexican Government removed the natives of San Nicolas to the
mainland, the woman, in returning for a baby
she had forgptten, was left. Indications that she
still lived we1·e found by men who visited the
island in search of her.
Evidently fearing that they were enemies, she
eluded them. Finally she -.vas found, virtually
insane. There was no trace of any other pers.on,
and it was assumed that the baby had perillaed.
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BRIAR ROOT FOR OUR PIPES
The Volstead act has killed the French market in the United States for choice
wines, and the British have laid a tariff against silk fabrics and stockings, but
France still supples the world with the briar root, or bruyere, a heather found in
the Pyrenees, Corsica and Algeria. America and Britain both demand briar for
their pipe smokers.
During the war the French adopted the habit of pipe .smoking from their British
4\lly, but today the pipe is not so popular iu France. While they produce the
brian of the pipe-smoking world the French prefer to smoke the cigarette controlled and manufactured by their own Government, a monopoly which makes an
important contribution to the State budget. But while the French grow and
export the briar root, and even once turned the roots into pipes for the rest of
the world, they now find that Britain and America are importh:ig French roots
in large quantities and are manufacturing their own pipes.
The French produccers of bruye~ are now alarmed lest their heather forests
the Pyrenees, Corsica and Northern Africa be exhausted. M. Coutier of the
pe-Makers Association at Sainte Claude, once a center of the industry, has petined the l/'rench Gorernment to control the output for fear of depletion of the
f,orests. He also wants his Government to take measures for plantmg and culti,wation on a larger scale instead of depending upon a once prodigal Nature.
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That the human
body, in a state
of rest and in
still air, cannot
endure indefinitely a temperature
higher than 90
degrees Fahrenheit with 100 per
cent. r e I a ti v e
hum i di t y, has
been determined
b y Department
of the Interior
investigators a t •
t h e Pittsburgh
experiment station of the Bureau of Mines.
In the coursa
of the tests it
was noted that
the heavier and
stouter men of
the experiments,
when subjected
to uncomfortably
hot temperatures,
loi,t more weight
:han the lighter
ar,d thinner men,
but as a rule
could en d u r e
s u c h temperatures for a longer
period and complained 1 e s s of
the exhaustion which
followed. Loss of
weight in t h e
subjects experimented with
g r a d u a 11 y increased with an
increase in atmospheric
temperature.
Whenever the
subject drank ice
water he immediately gained in
weight and in all
cases the subject
w i th i n twentyfo'Qr hours usuully regained the
e n t i r e weight
lost. Subjects who
drank ice water
freely after exposure to high
temperatures felt
no i 11 efl'ect31
tending to disprove t h e assumption th a t
su.ch action davelo-ps s e v e r e
cramps.
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OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They contain
Valuable Information on Almost
Every Subject.
No. 1.

NOPOLEON'S

ORACULUM

AND

DREAM

nnoK.-Containing the ;:rreat orncle of human destiny;
also the true meaning of almost any ldnd of dreams,
tog{\ther wjth charms, ~erenionh's rrnd curious ga1nes ot

cards.

N. 2. HOW TO DO TRICHS.- The great book of
magic and rard tricks, containing full instructions on
all leadinz card tricks of the day, also the n,ost popular
magical illusions as pnformed by our " le>Hling mag1cians: en:-ry boy should obtain a copy of this book.
N. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.-The arts and wiJPS of flirta• tion are fully e>xplained by this littlP book. BesidPs the
various methods of handkerchi<>f. fan, glove. parasol,
~-indow and hat flirtation, it contains if full list of the
lane:nage and sentiment of flowers.
N. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of this little boolc.
H c·<>utnins fnll instructions in the art of dancing. etir1110th• in the !Jnllroam and at pnrtles, how to dress. and
fu'l clirections for calling ofl' in All populn.r square dnnces.
No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.-A complete guide to
lo,-e, courtship Rnd mRrriagc, giving sensible Advice,
rules and Pti<111e>ttP to he observed, with mnny curious
and interesting things not generally known. ·
No. 6. HOW '.1'0 BECOME AN ATHLETE.-Giving
full instructions for the use of dum bells, Indian clubs,

pArn llel hars, horizon ta.I bArR and various other methods
of d,,,·,•101,ing a good, h ealthy muscle; containing over
sixty illustrations.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BrRDS.-1:landsomelv illustratPcl nn d containing full instructions for the management an dtraining of the canary, mockingbird, bobolink,
hlackhird, paroqnet. parrot, etc.
No. 9.

HOW TO BECO)m A VENTRJLOQUTST.-

By Harry KennPdy. Every intelligent boy rending this
book of instructions can master the art, and create any
amount of fun for himself and friends. It Is the greatest book ever published.
No. 10. HOW TO BOX.-The art of self-defense made
easy. Contninini:r o\"er thirty illustrations of guards,
hlo,vs and the clifferent positions of a good boxer. Every
J1ov should ohtnin one of th<:se useful and instructive
hooks. as it will teach you to hox without an instructor.
N. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTF:Rs.-A most
complete littl0 book. containing full directions for writing, lovP-letter~. and wllen to use them, giving specin1en
lettns for young And old .
No. 12.

HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.-

Giving complete instructions for writing letter... to ladies
on n.11 sul>j<>cts; also letters of introduction, notes and
rPquests.
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT: or, B001{ of ETIQUETTE.
....'.It .is a great life secret. and gne that_ every_ young man
de~ires to know about. Theres hnppmess m }t.
No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.-A. complete handhook fol.' making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups,
es~f'nces. etc.
No. 18. HOW TO BECO!IIE BEAUTIFUL.-One of the
hrigltt<>st and most valuable httle books ever given to the
,,orlu. F.Yervbody wishes to know how to b ecome beautiful. both ,nale and female. • The secret is simple and
almost costless.
N
20
HOW TO 'ENTERTAIN AN
EVENING
PARTY.:....A most complete compendium of games. sports,

carcl <liversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable for parlor or dra,Ying-room entertainment. It contains more
for the money than any book published.
No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN D~EAMS.-This little
book gives the explanat10n to all lnnds of dreams, together with lucky and unlucky days.
No 24

HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLE-

No. 2.5.

HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.-Contaln-

MEN.-Con taining full di1·ections for writing to gentlemen on all s ubj ects.

•

ing full directions for au kinds_ of gym~asnc sp_orts and
at11 Jetic earcises . Embracrng thirty-five 1llustrations. By
Professor "'· Macdonald.
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1161 Young Wild \Vest Defending a Ranch: or, Besieged
by Cattle Rustlers.
1162 " and the Miner's '.rrap; or, Arlette's Great Shot.
1103 "
at Ace High Fair; o.r, The Llvellest Time on .
Record.
llf.4 " Risky Ride; ori Arietta and the Gulch Gan!!'.
1165 " Buckskin Band: or, The Sheritr's Big Mistake.
1167 " and "Cowboy Jack"; or. Spollinii a Rauch Rnid'.
1168 " Only Cha.nee; or, Arletta's Quick Throw.
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Band of Ten.
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a<lul;•~inger Jake": or The Boss of Gimlet

1178

"

1179

"

and the ('hoctaw Chief; or, Arietta Defying
the Redskins.
DPfying an Ambush; or, Arletta Leading the
Cavalry.
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Snvei! By a Signal; or, rletta and the VanishIng Light.
Double Suhtrle: or. The Celet>ratlon at Buckhorn Ranch.
Capturing a Chief; or, Arietta Ae a Cavalry
Scout.
an<l t.he Lone Cabin; or, The Raiders of the
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Life.
At A Redskin Pow-Wow; or, Doomed To Die
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and the Doomed Mine; or, Arletta's Lite at
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Boomin~ a Camp; or, The Shot that Opened a
Gold Mme.
and the "B)rnted" Min:ing Camp; or Arletta
:>s nn A.11ct10neer.
Ousting the Outlaws; or. The Clean Up At
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Elected a Chief; or, Arietta and the Pnpoose.
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